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SOB STORY 


"Shut up, Shirl." 

"Not very pretty, is it? Pete filled me full of 
drinks, end I woke up in bed with a stranger- 
si client of my talented husband." 

Mac felt ill. "I don't want to listen to this." 

"Just a little more, Mac. There was lots of 
whisky after that and a lot of men. One of these 
fine clients beat me. Oh, Pete made him pay for 
that. Sold him a bigger policy. And then there 
was the man who kept Pete in the room with 
us." The liquor was slowing her speech, "it was 
quite a conference. I learned about love—the 
lowest kind. It was my final lesson." She looked 
at him numbly. "I guess even Pete was shocked." 

"You're sick, Shirl. World Life is one of the 
largest companies. They couldn't allow practices 
like that." 

"Who's going to bring them up at sales meet¬ 
ings?" Shirley was unfastening her blouse, step¬ 
ping out of her skirt, "Love me, Mac," she de¬ 
manded, holding out her arms. "I need love. 
Please. Please , . ." 
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Stranger in her Bed 





l^ffH 1 

AT the tag end of the bon voyage party for the Jobsons, 
Mac Marcy suddenly wanted to be near his wife. He 
worked his way toward her through the knots of guests 
talking and milling about on his small patio. Edie Marcy 
glimpsed him and stood on tiptoe, her blond head barely 
reaching over the people about her. She waved, her blue 
eyes shining with happiness because it was a good party, 
and because her program of spaced-out vodka martinis 
had given her just the right glow. 

Abruptly she was looking beyond Mac, watching a new 
arrival coming from the house to the patio. Mac turned 
and recognized Pete Moore—tall, suave, looking thinner 
than when Mac had seen him two years before, but with 
the same characteristic, self-assured manner. In his early 
thirties, Pete was easily the most handsome man in the 
crowd, dressed in an expensive dark suit that fit his wiry 
frame perfectly. He still sported the thin mustache he 
had begun wearing in his younger days. 

TPete!” Mac shouted above the clamor. "Damn your 
hide. About time you came to see us.* 

The women in the party crow T d kept looking specula¬ 
tively at this stranger in their midst after their husbands 
had turned back to their drinks, Mac politely shouldered 
his way through his friends to Pete's side. 

Fete Moore grasped Mac's hand firmly, held on to it. 
“Hello, stud* He laughed, his voice deep and rich, full 
of promise of adventure, bringing back memories to Mac 
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of often lawless boyhood days spent together in the Flams 
City orphanage. 

“What brings you to the wilderness?” Mae asked. 

“Just passing through,” Pete said blandly. "I heard the 
sounds of your party aU the way out in the street Didn't 
scare me away, though.” 

"Nothing scares you, pal” said Mac. “Not as I remem¬ 
ber” 

What s the occasion?” Pete had an offhand way of 
asking direct questions, 

“Aloha party for the Jobsons. They re going to Hawaii 
for a six weeks' vacation ” 

Fete nodded, “Nice. You and Edle going along?” 

Mac snorted. "That takes money ” 

Edie came up then and Fete Moore's attention in¬ 
stantly centered on her, his dark eyes full of pleasure, 
“Edie,” he said softly, taking her by the hands, drawing 
her close and kissing her as casually as if he had been 
an intimate member of Mac's and her social circle— 
though tonight made only the second time he had seen 
her. Marriage to the brute, here, has made you prettier 
than ever.” 

“Hello, Pete ” Edie laughed, vaguely flustered by the 
kiss, but trying not to show it. 

Mac climbed to the top of a table, calling for attention. 

“Good people, I want you to meet an old friend of 
mine from Plains City, Pete Moore. And watch out. He's 
the slickest, quickest-talking life insurance agent ever to 
con you out of your bank balance.” 

The group surrounded Pete, the women in the lead, the 
men lagging behind, Pete conquered the women easily, 
and then concentrated on the husbands, playing himself 
down as simply one of the boys. He had a neat trick of 
warming up to people naturally—in a few minutes almost 
all he met liked him in return. His charm worked now. 

With a scotch and soda planted in his hand, Pete stood 
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in the patio, after fifteen minutes no longer a stranger* 
but an old, established member of the group* 

Mac found that more ice was needed for the portable 
bar and made for the kitchen door where he bumped 
into Edie* 

Abruptly he set down the ice bucket and kissed her. 
Somebody nearby whistled. One of the women started 
clapping her bands* Mac grinned and held tightly to Edie. 

“Mmin,” she said. Tm married” 

“Considering what I have in mind ” he murmured, “it's 
a good thing*” 

She reached up, ran her hand across his cropped, dark 
hair and clung to him, small and soft and blond* The 
party isn’t over yet, dear.” Her voice was low, husky and 
wifelike, but held a spirit of fun that three years of mar¬ 
riage bad not dampened. 

Mac laughed* “We’ll have our own party, just the two 
of US ” 

“Promises” She fit very well against his tall, hard 
frame. 

He swung her around, embracing her waist with one 
arm, looking out at the gathering of their friends. “Every¬ 
body is having fun. You did a good job. And look at the 
way Pete is joining in. Give him five minutes and he’s a 
part of any crowd.” 

A shadow fell across Edie’s eyes* “Personality plus.” 

Mac was surprised at the flatness that had come 
into her voice* “I don’t think you like my boy.” 

Edie looked at him unblinldngly. “I didn’t say that*” 

“You did three years ago when he came to our wed¬ 
ding,” 

“Oh, Mac.” She reached up and gently brushed her 
lips across his. 

“Fete s a good guy* And a pretty big wheel with World 
Life Co* He’ll get bigger, too. Be nice to him, Edie*” 
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“The way he looks at me-” she shivered-“I get the 
feeling he’s seeing right through my clothes." 

Mac laughed. "Well, I imagine old Pete has witnessed 
a few nude ladies in his time. But, honey, I don’t think 
that’s what he has in mind for you. He’s been married 
now for a long time to a girl I used to know in high 
school. Hes a business man—a good one—and he never 
misses a trick. Really, baby, isn’t it kind of silly to think- 
that he came up here just to look at you?” 

Shrewdly sensing an argument and still troubled by 
Pete’s kiss, Edie said, “Watch the Jobsons. They’re having 
a ball.” 

“Why not? Vacation in the Islands coming up. Noth¬ 
ing to do but live the good life and spend money.” 

“They’ve got it to spend.” Edie spoke matter-of-factly, 
without envy. 

“Poor whites like us just have to look on and hope for 
better days," Mac mused. 

Edie glanced at him, catching the dissatisfaction in his 
tone. She watched Pete Moore uneasily and then turned 
back to her husband. “Come on, lover. We’ve got a pretty 
good life going.” 

“It takes money to be happy, too.” 

Her eyes suddenly sparkled, blue and clear. “Money 
is far down my list, A big, loving lug like you, a house 
like this, a family. That’s all Edie Marcy needs.” 

Mac wanted a drink and walked Edie to the bar, a 
hand at her elbow. “No ice.” 

Edie eyed him almost timidly, "Did you hear me? I 
mentioned a family." 

"No family,” Mac said. “Not yet.” 

Edie was silent for a moment. They were closing in on 
an argument again, Mac poured vodka and sour into a 
tall glass and mixed the drink. 

“Two shots, please,” Edie murmured. 

“It will make you wild.” 
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“That's good ” She patted him on the arm and turned 
away as one of the women called to her. Mae sipped 
his own vodka mix and watched Edie, feeling better as 
h© studied her slender hips and the way her bottom 
wiggled in her tight skirt. Some day a family, yes, he 
thought. When they could afford it. It would be a shame 
not to perpetuate someone like Edie, 

Sam Jobson came over to Mac, a big, red-faced, stocky 
man, “Thanks again for the shindig/* he said, sticking out 
a big hand. “Wish you two guys were coming along. 1 * 
"One of these days" Mac said. “If I ever make it big ” 
Besides being a friend, Sam Jobson was a client of 
Mac's and knew what the premium on a good-sized life 
insurance policy amounted to. “You’re doing all right* 
“The population around Farview just isn't big enough, 
Sam. In my business you’ve got to have prospects to work 
with* 

“I hope you never leave this neck of the woods.” 

“Edie is a home-town girl Enough said?* 

Jobson was near Mac’s age, close to twenty-seven, but 
he looked a lot older right now, “A good woman is worth 
all the gold in the country,* he said. “Just try going to 
bed with a bundle of cold cash some time. 

Mac watched Sam go toward the bar to freshen his 
drink, Jobson had married Sally for her money—tall, 
slender, good-looking Sally, with a cool restraint in her 
eyes which often hinted that Sam had not made such a 
good bargain. 

"Friendly group.” Pete Moore stood at Mac s side 
again, 

Mac swore at him amiably. “You’d make friends with 
a gang of cannibals.” He studied Pete for a moment* 
“But you’ve lost your knack for the good lie ” 

“Me? Lie?” Pete grinned disarmingly. 

“You’re not just passing through, wasting valuable 
time partying and looking up old buddies—not when you 
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could be hustling a buck somewhere else, I know there's 
been a regional managers' meeting in San Francisco, and 
its a hundred and fifty miles out of your way to hit 
Farview on the way back to Plains City. Level with me 
Pete* What's up?” 

For once, Pete Moore did not smile, "I need helo 
Your help * 

U B.S. There never was a day you needed help from 
anybody, Mac said easily. But he felt a rising excitement 
at the look on Pete's faca 

"Hows the life insurance business in Farview?” Pete 
asked abruptly, 

Mac felt deflated for a moment. Pete had a knack of 
zooming yon to the clouds, and then subtly bringing you 
down to the bottom of the well* He was regional manager 
for World Life Insurance Company in Plains City. The 
production reports of every World agent in the state 
were available to him, even the ones who worked the 
foothill and mountain country around Farview. 

Mac knew the figures by heart. "A quarter of a million 
in sales last year-new business, that is. Three thousand, 
seven hundred dollars in commissions, three thousand 
dollars in renewal commissions from the four previous 
years,” 

Six thousand, seven hundred dollars in income,* 1 said 
Pete, "and thirty-two cents.” 

You bastard,” Mac said fondly. "You know what I 
make better than I do*” 

"Happy with that kind of money?” Petes voice had 
changed, grown crisper* 

"No. But you know die story up here.” 

"Garrett is ahead of you.” 

"Come on, Pete, He's the regional wheel here and he's 
got twenty years more in the business than I have. He 
has most of the old-timers around here sewed up. We're 
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lucky to average two new fa mil ies a month coining into 
Farview.” 

Fete nodded. “I’m surprised you’ve cut it as well as 
you have. Makes me think all the more that you’ve got 
the makings of a top agent. That’s why Tm asking you for 
more and bigger production.” 

“Hell,” said Mac, annoyed. "I just told you. The poten¬ 
tial isn’t here.” 

“Mac, damn it, I’m asking you to transfer from here 
to Plains City to work with me.” 

“Move?" 

“Sure. Give me an answer right now. You can be 
settled in Plains City in a week—and start making worth¬ 
while money." 

Mac stared. Pete sounded as if he would not be put 
off. “I don’t know,” Mac mused uncertainly. “This is 
pretty country up here in Farview. Plenty of time to 
fish and play golf.” 

“And starve?” Pete taunted mildly. 

“Five hundred a month plus isn't exactly starving ” 
Mac said irritably. “And there are other things to con¬ 
sider.” 

“I know that,” said Pete, his voice softening. “But 
when that pretty little wife of yours tells you that she 
likes her home town, you tell her that you have a chance 
to make fifteen thousand a year, maybe twenty, maybe 
twenty-five. Hell, the sky’s the limit if you do well in 
Plains City.” 

“You make it sound good.” 

“You’ll never get a better offer.” 

Mac pulled a pack of cigarettes from his shirt pocket, 
offered one to Pete, and lit one for himself. “I know 
that.” 

“You are interested in money, aren’t you?” 

“Hell, yes.” 
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Pete looked at him shrewdly. “Then the problem has 
to be Edie. Want me to talk to her?” 

Mac shook his head, "No,” 

Pete took a deep poll on his cigarette, “I don't have 
much time, I need a man right away, a good one, A 
manager moves up when he has good producers working 
with him. That's why I came to you, Mac, I've kept tabs 
on you ever since you came into the business ” 

Mac looked unhappily at the concrete patio floor, “I 
appreciate the offer. But I need a little time to think 
about it," 

Pete was silent, almost brooding. At last he smiled, 
"Okay,” he said, "Ill pour myself another drink,” 

Edie was coming back onto the patio with the ice 
that Mac had started after, and her arm locked in his 
as she stared after Pete Moore, "Must have been a big 
deal” 

Mac looked at her carefully and decided one more 
drink for Edie would be most helpful in any discussion 
about leaving Farview. "Not yet/' he said as they went 
to the bar, 

"Come on, bon,” Edie said, looking at her wrist watch, 
"The Jobsons have a plane to catch.” 

Most of the guests would be leaving soon in a group 
with Sam and Sally Jobson. This was Friday night and 
some of them would fly to San Francisco, spend the rest 
of the night and early morning partying, and finally see 
the Jobsons off at the boat just after dawn. It was the 
kind of adventure that Mac wanted to share, but the 
expedition was far too costly for the Marcy family check¬ 
book, 

Pete Moore said goodbye to some of the people he had 
met and wandered back to Mac after finishing his drink. 
“Party's breaking up, Mac, Me for the road* Don't forget, 

I want that answer from you tomorrow.” 

Mac smiled dubiously. “Why don't you stay the night 
so I can think out the right answer? Yours is a tough 
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proposition to turn down.” The smile vanished abruptly. 

Pete laughed. “You know you can’t turn it down. 
Your problem is to make Edie see that it s the right thing 
to do." He tapped his forefinger against Mac’s chest. 
“You phone me tomorrow in Plains City and tell me 
you’re coming down out of the hills and lay your hands 
on some of that heavy loot. Then you and your little lady 
can both live it up in styled 

Before Mac could answer, Pete pecked Edie’s cheek 
with a quick kiss and vanished along with the crowd 
leaving with the Jobsons. 

Mac swore affectionately, liking Pete more than ever. 

For a few minutes he was alone on the patio with Edie, 
the early evening darkness flowing over them* In the 
distance the lights of downtown Farview blinked on, 
warm and comforting against the blackness of the moun¬ 
tains to the east* While Mac cleared away the bar, Edie 
went in the house and changed into a robe and slippers* 
Then she mixed herself another drink* 

‘‘To an airplane trip we missed,” she said softly, and 
kissed Mac on the cheek* 

“And a hangover I can do without* 

“Sour grapes * 

Mac held her, “Not a chance* He laughed, Tve got 
a better deal Alone with a pretty girl in the dark, And 
all she's wearing under her robe is her own lovely soft 
sldn ” 

“Mr, Marcy, you should have been a baseball player* 
Such sure hands.” 

Gently he pushed her away. “Let's get this mess 
cleaned up ” 

She came back to him. “I want to dance.” 

He flipped on the switch of the stereo and took her 
in his arms. “So do I ” They moved around the deserted 
patio to the music, Edie impishly leading, guiding him 
into the deeper darkness of the living room. 
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“What did Pete Moore have to say that was so inter¬ 
esting?” she asked absently, 

“Later, maybe.” 

She pushed him down on the sofa, pulled off his shoes 
and socks, unfastened his tie, and took off his shirt. “I 
can torture you—slowly." 

He found her lips in the darkness. "Nice torture.” 
She unbuckled his belt, stood up quickly, pulled his 
trousers away and slid down beside him, her robe gone, 
her slippers kicked off. They were nude together, and 
her hand moved over his chest and stomach, then with 
both arms she pulled him to her. “I love you " 

“Lusty wench,” he growled and her nipples grew firm 
under his caress, her breath coming in short, trembling 
gasps. 

She could still tease him, though. “Tell me about the 
conversation with the great man, she said, twisting away. 

Mac sat up. “Pete wants me to come to Plains City 
and work with him.” 

Edie was silent, unmoving, and Mac could sense the 
excitement going out of her. Then she reached down for 
her robe and pulled it over her shoulders. 

“What did you tell him?” 

I didn t give him an answer.” He tried to see the 
expression on her face in the darkness. "But I want that 
job, honey. I'm going to take it." 

Edie found the cigarettes and lighter on the end 
table, but turned away when the flame flared from the 
lighter. “We have a good life here.” 

“But a poor one. I know Plains City. We’ll be happy 
there, too,” He took a drag from her cigarette. “And well 
have a few dollars to spend.” 

"Mac, were not really poor. Is the money in Plains 
City that important?" 

I d like to see what I can do in the insurance busi¬ 
ness," said Mac. "In a place that has a big potential 
Sure, we get along here—but a man has to grow.” 
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“I don’t want to go to a big place like Plains City, 
Mac. I don’t want to get caught up in a rat race.” 

‘just stay here, live the pure and simple life, breath¬ 
ing the clean mountain air, huh?” Mac mused sarcasti¬ 
cally. “Away from people like Pete Moore?” 

“Please, don’t get started on what I think of Pete.” 
Edie’s voice was low and unhappy. “He’s caught in the 
rat race,- too.” 

“I’ m going to take a shower,” Mac announced im- 
tatedly. 

He got up, strode out of the room and was under the 
shower spray when the stall door opened behind him. 
Edie came closer, bare breasts pushing against him, arms 
around his chest, water splashing on her shoulders. 

“Love me,” she said above the sound of the spray. 

Mac turned and her lips came hungrily to his. Water 
dripped from her hair and down her face. Hands touched 
him, her bosom pressed wet and firm against his chest 
and the sound of the shower seemed to disappear. When 
they heard the spray again, they were both laughing. 
Mac nibbed her skin dry, wiped himself, and then car¬ 
ried her naked into the darkness of their bedroom. 

“I love you,” he said, kissing her. 

Her arms were around his neck. I know, she said, 
and there was happiness in her voice again. "We’ll go to 
Plains City, Mac.” 

For a moment, Mac felt rotten. “We don’t have to, 
honey.” 

“I’m being selfish. We'll need money to raise that big 
family I want.” 

Mac laughed. “Let’s have a practice session right now.” 


In the morning Mac was at the office before nine 
o'clock and had his request for transfer all typed out 
when stocky, gray-haired Ed Garrett came in. Garrett was 
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sixty, deliberate and easy-going. He sat behind his desk 
and frowned as he read the request. 

“You sure you want to do this?” 

Tm sure” 

“Pete Moore has a knack for stealing top men from 
all parts of the state,” Garrett observed, not bothering to 
hide his annoyance* 

Mac tried to keep it light, “He’s just feeling sorry for 
me because we grew up together. Wants to give me a 
leg up ” 

“Don t kid yourself. YouVe got a talent for the busi¬ 
ness, and you’ve done damned well in a sparsely settled 
area like Farview, I hate to see you leave, Mac. You’ll 
have my job in a few years if you change your mind and 
stay, I make ten thousand. You’ll do th© same, easily." 

‘With Pete I won’t have to wait” 

Garrett chewed on his pipe. "Hell, boy. You’re only 
twenty-six.” His eyes turned shrewd, "What’s Edie got 
to say about all this?” 

Mac lit a cigarette, wondering at the concern in Gar¬ 
rett’s eyes. “She’ll go.” 

“Good girl, that wife of yours. I wouldn’t want to 
see her hurt * / 

Annoyed, Mac leaned forward in his chair. “Ed, lay 
it on the line. What are you trying to say?” 

“I want to keep you,” said Ed Garrett, more like a 
father than a boss, "Tm getting ready to retire in a couple 
of years. You can have my job and the whole Farview 
area. Til even put it in writing if you want me to.” 

Mac looked at him in astonishment “Why are you try¬ 
ing to keep me from joining Pete?” 

"I don’t think you’ll like the way he operates 

“His record shows nothing but success, I told you I 
grew up with the guy. Ive been around him all my life 
except for the last five or six years. He s a hustler and he 
makes things go” 
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“There are some things that don’t show on his record— 
the way he uses men and ruins them and the way he uses 
women—and mins them, too.” 

Mac stood up, suddenly disappointed in Ed Garrett, 
surprised at what he took to be envy of Pete’s success. 
“He sells life insurance, That’s his business. You make 
him sound like a hoodlum. ’ 

Garrett looked weary. “Any business can be twisted 
into something dirty,” he said. “And all hoodlums don’t 
carry guns.” He stuck his hand out at Mac. “Good luck, 
son. I’m afraid you’ll need it.” 


2 

ON Saturday afternoon Mae phoned Pete Moore that he 
was taking the Plains City offer, Pete's congratulations 
held no trace of surprise. Pete mtsmcted Mac to pack his 
suitcase and bring Edie right down to the valley city. 
World Life would reserve a suite of rooms for them at the 
best motel in town until they found a suitable house. Mac 
could arrange to ship his furnishings to Plains City later. 

Hot and tired, Mac and Edie arrived at six on Sunday 
evening- Mac had a dull headache, partly from fatigue 
at driving the four hundred miles from Farview and 
partly from the disturbing memory of Ed Garrett s 
ominous-sounding goodbye. 

On the outskirts of Plains City they saw a big sign 
announcing the name of the motel where Pete had said 
they would stay. As they climbed out of the car, Mac saw 
Pete swing out of the swimming pool in front of the motel 
and run toward them. Dripping wet, breathing a little 
heavily from exercise^ Pete was as dashing-looking in 
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swim trunks as in one of his expensively tailored suits. 
He was tanned, lean and fit-and glad to see them. 

Mac felt better. 

Pete smoothed back his wet hair and rubbed a towel 
over his bronzed shoulders. “You made good time, old 
buddy, he said, seizing Macs band in a firm, welcoming 
clasp. 

Then, as Edie said, “Hi," Pete whirled to face her. She 
had to smile at Pete’s boyish, bouncing manner and warm 
greeting. 

Pete was at Mac again, squeezing his arm. “Man, you 
don't know how much I wanted you working with me 
from the time I first saw your record." 

Mac was smiling. This was the real Pete, the Pete Ed 
Garrett did not know, the generous, out-going man, 
business-smart and pushing. Mac felt a final assurance 
that the move to Plains City was going to turn out right. 

Good to be here, Mac said. “Ed Garrett wasn’t very 
hot about my transferring.” 

Petes dark eyes showed a sudden flicker of interest. 
“Natch—I took a good man from him after he did all die 
hard work of training you. But what the bell-you were 
at a dead end up there ” Abruptly Pete looked at Edie 
and changed the subject. “You’ll like it in Plains City 
kid. Believe me.” 

I hope so, Edie said softly, trying to fight the feeling 
that Pete was once more looking right through her dress. 
She glanced toward the pool, noticed a red-haired girl 
watching them. The redhead kept looking toward Pete, 
who was busy helping Mac pull the suitcase out of the 
car and carrying them to the motel. Finally the redhead 
shrugged and turned away. 

"We’ve got three rooms for you lcids here at the motel," 
Pete said as they turned toward the house. “All the com¬ 
forts of home. TV, a restaurant just the other side of the 
pool, then right through that door, your suite—living 
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room, kitchenette and dining area, plus the bedroom with 
a big soft bed. For sleeping.” He winked at Mac, and then 
turned back to Edie. “Air-conditioned, of course. Like 

itr 

The carpet in tire suite felt three inches deep under 
Edie's feet. “I love it,” she said. 

“The rent is paid for thirty days. By that time you’ll 
be settled in a house.” Pete threw aside the towel. “I’ve 
tried the place out for you. Checked in this afternoon. 
Just let me take a shower, get dressed, and the place is 
all yours.” He loped across the room and disappeared 
into the bathroom. 

Mac grinned, shaking his head. "What a guy.” 

“A good host,” agreed Edie. She wandered into the 
bedroom and kicked off her shoes. Smoothing her dress 
down over her knees, she stretched out on the bed, 

Mac leaned over her, kissing her on the cheek. “Tired?” 

“Yes.” 

“But not sorry?” 

Edie smiled. “Not as long as you’re around.” 

Pete Moore came bounding out of the bathroom, brisk 
and debonair in white shirt, summer-weight tie, and dark 
slacks. “What’s this?” he asked as he saw Edie lying down. 
“There’ll be no rest for you two. A drink will pick you up 
and then we go on the town. Let’s make a thing out of 
our teaming up again.” 

"Where do we meet Shirl?” Pete’s wife was a high- 
school classmate of Mac’s. Mac had not seen her since 
she had married Pete. 

Pete glanced at Mac. “We’ll go by the house,” he said 
shortly. 

Edie got up and went toward the bathroom. “My face 
needs a repair job.” 

Mac slapped at her bottom as she went by. "You look 
fine.” 

“She sure does,” Pete agreed. 
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“How is Sbirl?" Mac asked. 

“Oh, in great shape” Pete led the way outside. “She 
was a big help to me when I got started in the business/* 

“But no moreT 

Pete grinned, “Guess she’s getting old.” There was 
something evasive in his voice, and Mac had the vague 
feeling that he did not want to talk about Shirl and—up 
to this moment—had not planned to pick her up. Why? 
Perhaps she and Pete were not getting along. 

“Have you worn her out giving her kids?” 

Pete laughed, “Always thinking of the best part of 
life, eh, Mac? No, We don’t have a family. Never had 
time. Maybe IVe been a fool in that respect ” 

“There’s still time. You ve got it made * 

“Uh-uh. First minute a guy feels he’s got It made in 
this business he’s finished,” 

Edie joined them. They got into Petes Cadillac and 
drove down Central Avenue toward what Mac remem¬ 
bered from his boyhood as the country-club district. 

“Looks like you settled down in the high-mortgage 
neighborhood/’ he said, still feeling a little uncomfortable 
as they passed the opulent homes on either side of the 
avenue. He remembered that he had been almost four¬ 
teen years old before he had dared to venture into this 
district when he had been growing up. And now Pete 
was living here. 

But then, Pete had always been different. Even in the 
old days, Pete had refused to be awed by the well-to-do, 
even if he envied them as much as Mac, Just for a 
moment Mac wondered if he had the guts—and drive, 
and whatever else it took—to cut the world down to size 
the way Pete had. Just for a moment he wished he could 
see again the blinking lights of Farview and the dark 
friendly mountains hovering behind the town. 

“Here we are/’ Pete wheeled into a long, semicircular 
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driveway, braked the car to a halt before a large, ram¬ 
bling, ranch-type house. 

“It’s beautiful,'’ said Edie. Mac could tell that she 
was impressed. 

“Just a shack,” Pete grinned. “But I wish someone else 
was making the mortgage payments ” Mac was startled 
at the sudden flatness in his voice. Pete took them into 
the house and made both Edie and Mac a scotch and 
soda as they seated themselves in the living room. 

At last he called, "Shirl.” 

Shirley Moore came into the room quietly, a tall, big¬ 
breasted woman, her dark, curly hair cropped short. Her 
once-good body, Mac noted, had started to spread. Her 
eyes were faintly red-rimmed. 

“Hello, dear,” she said to Pete. 

Pete moved toward her and Shirl seemed to tense. 
She had not paid any attention to Pete’s guests. Pete put 
his arm around her waist, tilting her head up. For gosh 
sakes, hon, take a look. Here’s Mac and Edie Marcy. 
Get ready. WeTe going out on the town.” 

Shirley Moore’s eyes swung up, a flush of embarrass¬ 
ment showing on her face despite her deep tan. “I must 
have been still asleep,” she said, smiling sheepishly. “I 
didn’t even see anyone in here except Pete.” She went to 
Mac, embraced him and he caught the smell of liquor 
about her, not the sharp tang of one or two drinks, but 
the result of a day’s drinking, or even a week's dissipation. 

"I'm glad you’re here,” she said. Close up, Mac could 
see the lines in her face, the slackness of her mouth. 
He remembered $hat Shirley had been a tiger about her 
appearance in her teens and now, at twenty-six, she 
looked thirty-six. “Mac, you still look like a boy. Good 
for you.” She turned to Edie. “And you look even 
younger. And that complexion! Golly, I wish I had it.” 
She hugged Edie warmly, without envy. “How about 
a little drinkee, you ldds?” t 
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She wobbled as she went to the decanter Pete had 
left out. Pete frowned at her, but Shirley paid no atten¬ 
tion. She refilled Edie’s and Mac’s glasses, but surpris¬ 
ingly did not take a drink for herself. 

Shirley did not have a drink for the rest of the evening. 

They went to Louie Larelli s for a lobster dinner with 
fine white wine. Louie, despite being worth over a half 
million, still liked to hover over his restaurant. He greeted 
Pete by his first name and a hearty slap on the back. 
The pattern was repeated through the rest of the evening 
-from Four Hundred Club to Steve Everett's beer-and- 
pizza joint. Pete Moore was known and greeted at each 
place like a long-lost friend. And Pete did not lord it 
over Mac. 

They were driving to Rumaln’s Country House for a 
final drink and a dance or two when Pete steered the 
Caddy past a dark, huddled clump of buildings on the 
outskirts of town. He waved his hand toward the place. 
“Home sweet home.’’ 

"What is it?” Edie asked, peering through the window. 

Mac looked out. “The orphanage. Where Pete and I 
were brought up.” 

Edie squeezed Mac’s hand. He had often told her 
about the orphanage—a grim place, a severe place, where 
only his friendship with Pete Moore had kept life from 
being complete misery. 

“Remember old Lonagan?” Pete asked. “I hear he’s 
still on the job.” 

Lonagan was superintendent of the institution, known 
for his willingness to back up any order with a stout 
willow club or an oak board. “Do you ever come up here, 
Pete?” 

“Not a chance.” 

At Rumain’s, they drank wine and danced. Pete Moore 
got gayer with each drink. Edie, however, was not drink¬ 
ing enough to catch the spirit ^of the outing, and Shirley, 
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stone-sober, listened to Pete’s every word and watched 
him do the twist with Edie. When Pete ignored her re¬ 
quest that he dance with her, she reached swiftly for 
the wine bottle. Then her hand came away empty. 

“Great to have you back, Mac, boy,” Pete winked. 
“You’ll make some real money now.” 

Mac was feeling good. “Sure. Just see the people and 

make the calls.” 

“And play the angles. Were talking about sales, in¬ 
come, dollars. The end justifies the means, 

Mac caught Shirley staring at him. She looked tired 
and suddenly very old. 


Mac and Edie were alone at the motel by two am., 
showered quickly and were asleep in seconds. When the 
phone blasted the silence of the room, Mac sat up, star¬ 
tled, knowing that he had not slept a half-hour. Edie lay 
close to him, sleep deep on her, beyond the disturbance of 
the telephone. Mac groped through the darkness, fum¬ 
bled for the receiver. 

“Hello.” 

“Mac.” Shirley Moore's voice was vague, far away. 
"You’ve got to come over here.” 

“What’s the matter?” Mac fought the cobwebs in his 
brain, found a table lamp, switched it on and cradled 
the phone with his chin as he lit a cigarette. 

“Pete’s in trouble. Please come ” 

She hung up. 

Mac replaced the receiver and stalked the room irri¬ 
tably. Shirley had not said where she had been calling 
from but presumably she was at home. Also, she might 
be drunk. For a moment Mac considered climbing back 
into the bed, but then he began pulling on his trousers. 
There could have been an accident. Pete, obviously, had 



26 


STRANGER IN HER BED 

been feeling no pain, judging from the way he had driven 
the Cadillac from Rumain’s back to the motel, 

Mac finished dressing and went out without awaken¬ 
ing Edie. 

Pete’s house was dark except for a faint glow of light 
from the living room. Mac stepped from his sedan and 
went up die long walk. He did not see Pete’s car and felt 
a chill of apprehension as he pushed the buzzer. 

The door swung open. Shirley faced him, silhouetted 
against the light behind her. She was fully clothed, still 
wearing the ruffled white blouse and blue skirt she had 
worn earlier in the evening. There was a drink in her 
hand, 

"Come in, Mac,” she said, 

Mac hesitated, “You never did tell me what’s hap¬ 
pened. Where's Pete?” 

Shirley reached for his hand, drew him inside. "He’s 
gone. A business deal, he said—and at two in the morn¬ 
ing,” She took a sip of her drink resignedly. “A redhead, 

I think. He’s full of liquor and hot as a rutting stallion. 
Some business, all right.” 

Mac stared at Shirley in surprise. He felt ill at ease, 

"The way you sounded I thought there had been an 
accident—that Pete was hurt. But—well, Td better go, 
Shirk” 

“Someone is going to be hurt,” she said, blurting the 
words, “and that someone is you,” 

Mac wanted to back away. "You've been catching up 
on your drinking. Let’s talk tomorrow, if you want.” 

She was still holding his hand. “No, Mac,” she said 
earnestly. "Don’t wait until tomorrow. Just get your 
pretty wife and dimb into your car and get away from 
Pete—pronto ” 

Mac tried to keep the anger out of his voice. “Pete’s 
my friend, I don’t like anyone backbiting him—not even 
you ” 
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“He’s going to use you, Mac. And when he’s squeezed 
you dry, you’ll go on the discard heap, too. Like me.” 

Mac felt sorry for her. “Try living with him again,” 
he said. “Instead of with the bottle.” 

The way he said it hurt her and he wanted it that 
way. He wanted her to be shocked into being the Shirley 
he remembered, the laughing, long-legged girl who used 
to run out of her father’s ranch roadway and march 
down the road with the orphanage boys and girls to 
Plains City High School. 

“Does it show that muchp” she asked, releasing his 
hand. 

“You know it does.” 

She drained her glass. “I've still got my looks” she 
said defiantly, “if I use the right make-up. I’ve got all my 
teeth, and damned pretty hair. And my breasts are still 
good. I can trim my demure down to size if I want to.” 

Mac held her. “Don't tell it to me, Sturlhe said gently. 
“I’m the wrong man," 

She was crying. “I don’t have anyone else to talk to— 
not tonight. Remember how happy Pete was before our 
wedding? When we were engaged?” 

Mac nodded. 

“The first few months of our marriage were still happy. 
And it wasn’t all love and sex. I’m a home-maker girl. 
I f'fln cook and sew. I know the outdoors, too—I like to 
fish and hunt. These were new things to Pete, and he 
seemed to like them. I was his match in bed.” She bit 
her lip. “More than his match, I think. But Pete has a 
way of turning situations to his advantage.” 

"What happened?” 

She got herself another drink. “He was starting in the 
life insurance business, remember. That wonderful insti¬ 
tution of life insurance that has never failed a client—in 
flood, famine, depression or death. And this wonderful 
business was too tough for Pete. He almost faded.” 
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"But he didn’t fail. He’s proved that," Mac said* 

Shirley s voice turned hollow. “No, he didn’t fail. He 
had a prospective client, a very wealthy man who had a 
need for life insurance, who knew a lot of people. Only it 
seems that Mister Rich was more interested in me than 
in buying a policy.” 

“Shut up, Shhrl,” 

"Not very pretty, is it? Pete filled me full of drinks, and 
I woke up in bed with a wealthy stranger who somehow 
during the night had become a client of mv talented 
husband/’ 

Mac felt ill, "I don’t want to listen to this. I don’t 
believe it” 

Just a little more, Mac, And then get your wife and 
take off, fast/’ She finished her drink, and poured another, 
"There was lots of whisky after that and a lot of men and 
the money started to come in. One of these fine clients 
liked a little violence with his sex, so he beat me. Oh, 
Pete made him pay for that. Sold him a bigger policy. 
And then there was Pete’s biggest deal. The man was a 
pervert, and he kept Pete in the room with us/’ The liquor 
was slowing her speech. “It was quite a conference, I 
learned about love—the lowest kind. It was my final 
lesson. She looked at him numbly. “I. guess even Pete 
was shocked at the kind of woman he'd molded.” 

TToure sick, Shirl. World Life is one of the largest 
companies in the country. They couldn’t allow sales 
practices like that/’ 

Whos going to bring them up at sales meetings?” 
Shirley was unfastening her blouse, stepping out of her 
skirt, unfastening her bra. She lifted up her breasts with 
both hands, then reached down, slid her panties down 
and stood naked in the soft light. 

Love me, Mac," she demanded, holding out her arms, 
“I need love. Please. Please.” 

Mac looked away, reached for the door behind him 
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and hurried out of the house. Running through the dark¬ 
ness, he could hear Shirl crying, almost wailing until 
he reached his car. 


3 

BY the end of his sixth month in Plains City, Mae 
Marcy had become an indispensable part of Pete Moore s 
sales team. Mae shared the main office with Pete and 
Lou Murry, Petes assistant manager. The other nine 
members of the crew shared three offices down the hall, 
three to a room* Two secretaries occupied the adjoining 
office—Mrs* Jenkins and Miss Toombs, both more noted 
for their office skills than for their physical attributes. 

Mac often heard Mrs* Jenkins and Miss Toombs ex¬ 
press their concern that it would not be long before 
World Life would be pulling Pete back East, into the 
rarefied atmosphere of the New York home office* Mac 
knew that Pete was counting on Mac's production to put 
the local unit over the top. Fete had never said so, point 
blank, but he kept prodding, introducing Mac to po¬ 
tentially more important prospects. And Mac moved at 
his own pace, slowly and steadily, showing nothing 
spectacular as yet, but working longer hours than the 
rest of the crew and always trying for the big ones. 

He made it a practice to get into the office at eight- 
thirty, ahead of everyone else* Pete was never there at 
that time, and Lou Murry rarely* Lou was short, stocky, 
sandy-haired and amiable—a most unlikely assistant 
manager for Pete Moore. But Lou had put in a dozen 
years in the business and he produced more than the 
best one- or two-year hotshot could* Running his chain of 
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command in ratio to production, Pete kept him in the 
big office. 

The first day Mac moved in, Lou had given him that 
amiable grin. "So you're the boy who came down from 
the mountains to get rich,” he had mused, and for a 
moment his grin had been gone and he had looked 
searchingly at Mac. Tf you do get rich real fast/’ he 
added softly, “you re going to have to pay the price. 
Just remember that/’ 

Today, six months later, Mac got a surprise when he 
walked in the office at his usual time. Lou Murry was 
already there. 

Congratulations, Lou said, carefully studying Mac, 
Mac stared at him in surprise. "For what?* 

Lou handed him a production report, ‘You just hit 
the quarter-million mark in sales. Damned good/* 

Mac studied the paper and saw that he was eighth 
on the list of the twelve Plains City producers. “Seems 
as if I could do better” he said. "Pete tells me he hit 
the million-dollar round table in his first year * 

“Don't kid yourself. You’re doing fine. That’s good, 
solid business you’re writing. And youre doing it the 
hard way-by straight, honest selling” 

“I haven’t hit a big one, Lou.” 

"You will/’ 

Pete came into the office, earlier than usual too, mov¬ 
ing briskly as always. He sat down behind his desk, 
grinned at Mac and Lou, "Well, what are you Injuns 
plotting against the whites?” 

Lou gave the report to Pete. “Our boy is on his way 
to the half-million mark/' 

Fete went over the figures, the bare hint of a frown 
on his dark face. 

Mac is doing all right, I’d say,” Lou observed, 

Pete lit a cigarette. Silently he began shuffling through 
the paper work on his desk. Not answering a comment 
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was Petes way of cutting a man down when he was 
irritated and Lou knew it. 

Lou’s face reddened, and he mumbled, ‘I’ve got an 
early appointment.” He strode out of the room. 

Pete looked up at Mac. “Damn that guy. He never 
will learn to push.” 

Mac was uncomfortable. “Something on that report 
bothering you? Like my production?' 

Pete's grin grew wide. “Feeling guilty, old buddy?" 

“Not much. But why pick on Lou. He was just try¬ 
ing to give me a shot in the arm." 

“If he only knew how to do that,” said Pete. “But 
Lou isn’t the type who’ll ever ieam. He tells a producer 
that he's doing all right and the producer gets fat-head¬ 
ed. Lou should be telling him to do better." 

Mac’s face flushed. He had a hard time keeping the 
anger out of his eyes, “Lay it on the line, Pete, he said. 
“Don’t take it out on Lou.” 

Pete laughed. “I've told him plenty of times that he’d 
never make a manager. And you are doing all right. But 
I want you to do better. And you never will make it big 
if you start listening to Lou.” 

“We can call it quits if you want,” Mac said grimly. 
“You ought to be able to find another boy—one who could 
cut down some big prospects.” 

“Good old hot-headed Mac,” said Pete, enjoying the 
show of temper from his friend. “I’m not giving up on 
you. I just want you to start using a little imagination 
and ingenuity—a few angles.” 

“Do the angles include Edie?” 

“A man’s wife can be a real help in this business. I 
told you that before.” 

“As Shirl has been to you?” 

Pete stood up, the smile suddenly gone from his 
face. “What is that supposed to mean?” 
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"Sbirl called me over to your place one night when 
you were away. She wanted to talk.” 

Pete's voice seemed to come from a great distance. 
“How long ago was that?" 

‘The first night Edie and I were in Plains City.” 

“So you’ve been going around with a lot of silly ideas 
in your head ever since, thinking I’m some kind of a 
fiendish bastard.” 

“You tell me, Pete.” Mac stared at his friend. He was 
abruptly aware that, although Pete was not smiling, he 
still was not actually angry. 

I don t have to tell you a thing about my personal 
life,” Pete said. “You remember Shirl as a teen-age girl. 
I know her—as a woman.” 

That s pretty close to admitting what she said was 
true, Mac said in a low voice. “What kind of man are 
you?’ 

I said that I knew Shirl. And I’ll bet she’s tried to 
make you since you’ve been back in town.” 

No doubt due to your training,” Mac observed 
caustically. 

Pete lit another cigarette. “There’s one thing I’m going 
to ask, and then I’m through talking about this. After 
I’ve finished, you can turn around and go out through 
that door and keep right on walking, if you want. Did 
Shirl say that I twisted her arm to do anything against 
her will? Did she say that I physically forced her into 
anything she didn't want to do?” 

Mac stood silent and unhappy until the Quiet was 
broken by the sounds of Mrs. Jenkins and Miss Toombs 
coming into the adjoining office. 

Pete stuck out his hand. “Let’s go to work. And you 
quit carrying the sins of the world on your back." 

Mac stared at Pete’s hand, finally took it and both 
men smiled at each other. The feeling persisted in Mac’s 
mind that he was selling out-but at the same moment 
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he told himself that his relationship with Pete was one 
of business only. He would follow Lou Murry's method 
of producing, work a little harder and make a success 
without sacrificing principles. Plains City was stiU a 
potentially better territory than the hill country he had 
left 


James Devlin was fifty-four years old, and had 
bought out the old Acme Print Shop in Plains City six 
years earlier. In a short time he built it into the biggest 
shop in town, Mac had heard two things about Devlin 
—that he was worth close to a half-million dollars and 
that he had never invested a nickel in life insurance. 
Now it seemed, however, that he was interested in 
buying a hundred thousand dollars' worth of protection. 
After spending two weeks chasing Devlin, Mac finally 
talked the old man into an appointment at Devlins 
office, 

Devlin was bald, short and broad. His bright blue 
eyes were quick and smiling. He surprised Mac by 
apologizing for the run-around, 

Tve got three sons and ten grandchildren" he began. 
"When I kick off I still expect to be worth a few dollars. 
I don't want an inheritance tax to wipe out half of what 
is left. I figure I need a hundred thousand dollars of 
whole life insurance. The doc says I’m in pretty good 
shape but, of course, I realize Pd have to pass a physi¬ 
cal exam to get a policy. Now, if you want to get out 
your book and give me a rate—" 

“How old are you, Mr. Devlin?" 

“Fifty-four, Fifty-five in another six months ” 

Mac should have been suspicious of Devlin's use of 
the term “whole life" and of the old man's knowledge 
of the age break of six months, but the excitement of 
a big sale burned inside him. Hurriedly he figured the 
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quote. No occupational hazard, because Devlin spent 
all his time in the office. The rate was forty-three dollars 
per thousand on an annual basis, times one hundred 
units. 

“Annual premium would be four thousand, three 
hundred dollars,” Mac said nervously as he gave the 
sheet of paper to Devlin. Mac watched the old man 
study the dividend figures. 

"Low rate," said Devlin. “Dividend schedule isn’t 
too good.” He pulled open his desk drawer. ‘Tve got 
five other quotations here. I like to look around before 
I buy." 

Mac sat silently, feeling as if he had been slapped in 
the face. Then he leaned forward. “Of course, you know 
that dividends aren’t guaranteed, Mr. Devlin.” 

Devlin chuckled. "But they’re a pretty sure thing with 
the life companies. Tve done a little checking on the 
profits these outfits have made over the years. You’re 
with a good company, Marcy, World Life is rated high.” 

“Thank you" Mac said numbly, knowing that he 
ought to keep on talking and simultaneously aware that 
all the talk in the world was going to do him no good. 

Devlin stood up. “Nice of you to come in. I’ll get in 
touch with you if I figure your deal is the best” 

Mac went out, angry at himself, knowing that he had 
missed the boat, that somehow he had not sold himself 
to Devlin. Would the old man have listened to a bunch 
of jokes? Should he have offered to take him out to 
dinner? He could have cut into Devlin, emphasized that 
purchasing a life policy was not like going to a bargain 
counter. One sales tactic was to anger a prospect, then 
turn on the charm. But instinct told Mac that any 
maneuver in his book would not have fazed the old boy. 


Pete was in his office when Mac returned. Seeing the 
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look on Macs face, Pete shoved aside the program he 
was working on and offered Mac a cigarette. 

“Slow going?” he asked. 

“Slump. Not a sale this week.” 

“Everybody has them. You’ll snap out of it” 

Mac chewed on the cigarette. “Worst part of it is that 
Tve got a prospect who wants a hundred thousand of 
whole life, I know he needs it and he knows he needs 
it” Mac lit the cigarette and exhaled the smoke. “But 
he’s shopping.” 

Pete’s sudden grin brought back the days when he and 
Mac had been kids together at the orphanage and Pete 
had challenged that institution’s rules. “Who is this 
tough customer?” 

“Man named Jim Devlin. Know him?” 

“Know of him. I've been intending to call on him but 
never quite made it I goof off, too.” 

“Pete, that old man really has to be sold. Maybe even 
you couldn't have gotten to him. I think he's merely 
collecting quotations, making himself believe that he's 
going to buy ” 

“Just won't dose, huh?” 

“He's got a wall of friendliness ten feet high around 
him. He even apologized for taking up my time” 

Pete studied his fingernails. “I think Mr. Devlin will 
buy from World Life. Do you know much about him?” 

Mac looked rueful “Nothing except what he told me 
about a medical report ” 

Pete was pacing the floor. “Did you know that Devlin 
is a widower and has been for the last five years? Not 
much social life—mostly hard work. And, I hear, an occa¬ 
sional snort on a jug he keeps in his desk.” 

Mac shook his head in admiration. “I wonder how 
much you'd know if you'd been concentrating on the 

guy" 
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Pete was doing some mental calculation, “Let’s see. 
About four thousand in premiums—couple hundred over. 
Roughly that would be seventeen hundred and forty 
dollars in commission.” 

“Don’t talk about it.” 

Pete was excited. “Would you take seven hundred 
dollars if the sale were made?” 

Mac leaned over the desk. “You bet I would." 

“Then it’s a deal. I’m going to work with you on this 
one, buddy.” 

“I don’t think the old boy is going to listen to another 
World proposal.” Mac shook his head. 

But Pete was already on the phone, dialing Devlin, 
waiting, then talking rapidly. 

Pete was the district manager for World Life, just 
following up Mr, Marcy’s personal call. Would Mr, Dev¬ 
lin like to have dinner and further discuss the quotation? 
Perhaps there were some fine points of the contract that 
could be brought out. Of course, there would be no 
obligation. Would it be all right with Mr. Devlin if they 
dined at the River House just outside Plains City? If they 
ate early, they could avoid the Saturday night crowd. 
About six o'clock, 

Pete replaced the phone and grinned at Mac* “Were 
in, he said confidently* "You know where the River 
House is? Be there at six. And bring a checkbook and 
some applications " 

"Which bank?” Mac asked, wondering why in hell he 
had not poured on the charm as Dave had. At the same 
time, Mac was apprehensive, because taking a prospect 
out to dinner was no guarantee of getting his signature 
on the dotted line. 

Pete was laughing, “You big, dumb, lovable brute. Get 
a pocket checkbook from every bank in town. Devlin 
has to have an account in one of them." 

At sixteen, Mac was walking into the dimly-lit 
interior of die River House, one of Plains City's better 
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restaurants. The place featured excellent food, fine wines, 
a pleasant dance combo and strategic lighting that helped 
to preserve the individual patrons privacy. 

Mac spotted Pete seated inconspicuously at a rear table 
with a girl in her mid-twenties. She was dark-haired, 
had good, if not quite beautiful features and a softly 
inviting mouth. Her blue summer dress was buttoned 
modestly about her neck. As Mac sat next to her, she 
accepted Pete's introduction of him in a voice warm 
with promise. Mac drank the wine that Pete poured, 
surprised at the way the girl pressed her body against 
his. 

“Mac,* Pete said, “this is Irene.'’ And then with a 
wicked grin at the girl: “Mac works with me.* 

Irene laughed and edged away from Mac, looking out 
at the few scattered couples on the dance floor. The place 
was quiet. Mac sat uncomfortably, wondering about Jim 
Devlin. Then he followed Irenes gaze and saw that 
Devlin was one of the people on the floor—a squat, awk¬ 
ward old man, moving a girl around to the dragging 
strains of the juke box. 

When the music stopped, Devlin followed the girl to 
Petes table. She was a blonde, about the same age as 
Irene, but her face was prettier, 

“WeM, we meet again, Marcy " Devlin said, wiping 
perspiration from his face. ‘This is Polly." 

The blonde looked at Mac with interest and nodded. 

Irene whispered, “He works for Pete—" And Polly’s 
attention went back to Devlin. 

"You do well on the dance floor, Jim ” Pete said, as if 
he and die old man were life-long friends. 

‘Ten years since I danced. At least. Say, this wine is 
getting to me, but Ira having a good time." Devlin’s quick 
eyes went over Irene and Polly and he winked at Mac. 
“Thanks to these pretty girls, here.” 

‘Tolly and Irene are touring the state on vacation," 
Pete said. “They’re both from San Francisco." 
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Devlin emptied his wine glass, wiped his lips on the 
back of his hand. “And I thought I was going to be in 
a pressure cooker with you two life-insurance men,” He 
laughed. “Not one word about business, so far. I like 
that” 

Devlin continued drinking wine. He attacked the 
prime-ribs dinner with a vengeance, washing it down 
with more wine. He was getting drunk and Pete was 
watching him closely. The two girls ate and drank spar- 
ingly, then left for the powder room after a sudden nod 
from Pete. 

“Young stuff,” Devlin said longingly. “I wish I had 
some of it.” 

"Do you know them?” Mac asked Devlin. 

No. They were at another table when we came in. 
My boy, Pete, here—he invited them to eat with us.” 

Pete winked at Mac and asked the old man, “Which 
one do you like the best?” 

“The dark one. Boy, she sure has a wonderful shape. 
Makes me feel like I was twenty again, just looking— 
and remembering.” 

Pete laughed and poured more wine for Devlin. 
“Listen, Jim, you know I was sitting pretty close to 
Irene. She’s wearing a thin summer dress,” 

Devlin blinked at Pete. “So?” 

So I don’t think she’s wearing any pants.” 

“The hell you say.” 

Pete nudged Devlin with his elbow. “You ought to 
check that out.” 8 

Devlin’s eyes were shiny. “She seems like such a nice 

gif’ 

“I think you ought to check on those panties." 

“That’s the damnedest thing—but you might be 
wrong.” 

“How much can you lose? Put your hand on her knee 
when she gets back. If she doesn’t move it, start working 
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Devlin’s cheeks were streaming with perspiration, 
“Damn,” he breathed. 

The girls came back. Jim Devlin licked his lips, looked 
at Mac and Pete and downed another glass of wine. 
Mac was sitting where he could see the old man’s hand 
drop lightly on Irene’s knee. She did not move, but 
continued talking to Jim, telling him that she was hav¬ 
ing a fine time in his city. Mac could no longer see 
Devlin’s hand but the old man’s arm was moving up, 
his face red and glistening, his eyes glittering with de¬ 
sire. Polly and Pete were holding a conversation of their 
own, paying no attention to Devlin. The old man sud¬ 
denly sat up very straight. Irene looked at Mac Just 
then and there was a faint smile on her pretty face. 

Devlin leaned toward Mac, “Damn, Marcy," he whis¬ 
pered hoarsely. “She doesn’t have any pants on, sure 
enough!” Everyone at the table heard him, but the 
smile never left Irene’s face. She stood up and patted 
Devlin on his bald head. “Weve had real fun, Jim, 
she said huskily. “But were early-to-bed-and-early-to- 
rise girls. Let’s go, Polly.” 

Devlin’s flushed face looked stricken. “Oh, no. Not 
yet.” 

Polly was standing, too, thanking Pete, picking up her 
handbag. 

“What’s the hurry?” Pete asked in surprise. 

Irene nodded at Pete. “You told me that Mr. Devlin 
was an important man you both had business with. We 
don’t want to interfere." 

“But you’re not interfering,” Pete protested. “Business 
can wait. Right, Jim?” 

Devlin’s head bobbed vigorously up and down, a faint 
look of hope coming back into his eyes. 

“Well.” Irene looked at Polly hesitantly. 

“Why don’t we all go over to our motel suite?” Polly 
suggested. “We can have a drink there.” 
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‘Great—a fine idea." Devlin rose eagerly. “Maybe we 
can finish our business over there, eh, boys?" 

Pete shrugged, smiled and led the way out to his 
Cadillac. 

The motel was on the opposite side of Plains City 
from where Mac and Edie had stayed on their arrival, 
but much the same type. The girls had a suite and 
Polly produced a bottle of scotch and a bottle of bour¬ 
bon and served drinks all around. Irene turned on a 
portable record player, kicked off her shoes and danced 
in her bare feet with Devlin. They had one more round 
of drinks and then another. Polly asked Mac to 
with her. Mac held her hesitantly and awkwardly. 

She kissed his ear. “You’re safe," she whispered and 
concentrated on the dancing, 

Irene did the twist by herself, and then disappeared 
into the bedroom, saying that her dress was too tight. 
She came back wearing shorts and a halter. She took 
Devlin by the hand and they did the twist together. 
When the music stopped, Irene said she was still too 
hot. Polly went into the bedroom with her. 

Devlin loosened his tie and shirt collar. "What’s that 
little girl going to do now?” he asked eagerly. 

Polly came back into the room clad as she had been 
before, and offered the men more drinks. Behind her, 
the door opened and Irene stepped out, her dark hair 
loose and flowing about her shoulders. She was wear¬ 
ing a bikini and her breasts, so full and rounded, were 
all the more inviting because of the thin bikini ribbon 
concealing the nipples. The lower half of the bikini was 
little more than a G-string, but enough to cover her. Her 
stomach was flatter and harder than Mac had thought, 
her hips narrow, her legs long and slender. 

Devlin blinked and stood up awkwardly, “1 wanna 
dance with that," he blurted. 

Irene glanced at Pete. “Not just now, honey. I’m still 
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hot and tired from the last one ” She picked up her drink 
and went back into the bedroom. 

Devlin took a step as if he were going to follow her. 

"Shell be back ” Folly said brightly, handing Devlin 
a drink. 

"Maybe we can do a little business while we’re rest¬ 
ing,” Pete said suddenly. 

Devlin looked at hm. Surprise, then suspicion, and 
finally relieved merriment crossed his features. “You 
fellows are working all the time/' He shook his head, 
"Well, I guess that’s how it goes. More business done at 
parties than a man would think,” He hesitated. "Haven’t 
had much time to study your contract, Pete,” 

Pete looked at him disarmingly, eyes frank, honest. 
"There isn’t that much difference in a life policy. The 
values are pretty close with all the companies.” 

Devlin sighed, took a sip of his drink, “Oh—what the 
hell? Why not? I’m having a damned good time and you 
two guys are all right. Let me have your pen, Marcy * 

Mac reached for his pen with trembling fingers, hand¬ 
ed it to Devlin and watched him sign the contract. “I 
suppose you have a blank check with you, Pete?” Devlin 
asked. 

Pete did not seem too interested. "Mac has ” 

"Which bank?” Mac asked nervously, 

"Central State.” Devlin s eyes were bright and clear 
for a moment. “Bet you’ve got checks for every bank 
in town.” 

“No bet,” Mac said, with an ease he would not have 
thought himself capable of moments before. An instant 
later die check was made out and Devlin was handing 
it to Pete. 

“Now, can we forget business?” 

Pete grinned at the old man, "Thanks, Jim.” 

Irene came back into the room, cool and delicious in 
her bikini, danced once with each of the men and then 
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devoted herself only to Jim Devlin, A half-hour later 
Polly said that since the night was shot for sleeping in 
any case, she wanted to look up a friend in town, Pete 
yawned, remarking that he should not stay out too late 
because he had a mound of paper work to do in the 
morning, and Mac, following Pete’s lead, said he, too, 
had to leave because Edie was waiting up for him. 

Devlin could not conceal his disappointment. “Kind 
of early to break up the party.” 

Pete’s expression was amiable, reassuring. “No need to 
break it up. Why don’t you stay as long as you like, Jim, 
and then catch a cab home?" 

Devlin blinked at Irene. “Would that be all right?” 

Irene kissed him on the forehead. “I don't want the 
party to end." 

Mac followed Polly and Pete outside. Above the faint 
sounds of the music from the motel, they could hear 
Irene’s soft laughter and the louder sound of Devlin’s 
voice coming from inside the room. 

Polly said cheerfully, “Well, he’s a nice old guy, any¬ 
how. Not mean like some of them.” 

Mac stared at her and then at Pete, who had his wal¬ 
let out. Pete handed Polly some crisp bills. 

“Good job, kid,” Pete said. “Too bad he didn’t pick 
you.” 

"Maybe next time.” Polly pecked Pete on the cheek. 
“See you around, lover.” She walked to a convertible 
that was parked on the other side of Pete’s Cadillac, 
got in and drove away. 

You knew those girls,” Mae said accusingly, turning 
on Dave. “And you hired them to set up Devlin. 4 * 

“So?” Pete was amused. 

n “They’re nothing but prostitutes,” Mac said bitterly. 
“I guess that makes you a pimp-and me, too.” 

“They’re not prostitutes,” Pete said flatly. ‘They’re 
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burlesque curies from San Francisco. Sometimes they 

help me out.” m 

“I don't think I want any of your lousy commission, 
said Mac. “And I feel like going back in there and tell¬ 
ing Devlin he was suckered.” 

“Don’t be a damned fool. Devlin has her in bed by 
now and if you try to talk sense into him he’ll bate your 
guts. Let the man live a little.” 

“Okay, then," Mac snapped. "Keep the seven hundred 
dollars.” He started to walk away. 

Pete caught him by the shoulder and spun him around. 
“Listen to me, my high-minded friend," he said angrily. 
“Devlin bought himself a good insurance contract. 
Something he needed. And he had the pleasure of being 
in the company of a couple of pretty girls. He’s going to 
bed with one of them. Now, how often do you think 
something like that happens to him? And how is it going 
to hurt him?" 

‘Tomorrow he’ll wake up with a hangover and curse 
both of us. And then he’ll stop payment on his check.” 

“Oh, no, he won’t. Because I’m going to call on him 
bright and early in the morning—even if it is Sunday. 
And I’m going to offer to tear up his check, just in case 
he thinks we took advantage of him while he was party¬ 
ing. He’s going to act flabbergasted and embarrassed. 
And then he’s going to grin kind of sly and say that he 
stands behind his decisions. They always do, the guys 
with the real money.” 

“It’s a lousy way of doing business.” 

“Is it now? Old Jim made a good decision on the 
life insurance and he’s had some fun. You and I have 
each made a good commission. Irene’s picked up almost 
two hundred dollars for being nice to a lonely old guy, 
and Polly got fifty bucks for sticking around and lapping 
up good liquor. It’s the window dressing to a business 
deal and that’s all it is. Now, where’s the harm?” 
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Mac could not answer, 

Pete slapped him on the shoulder. “Buddy, the old 
boy’s having a ball. Why spoil his fun?” 

“Yeah.” Mac could not argue with that. 

But when he was out of the Cadillac and stood in 
front of the house that Edie and he had rented, the sick 
feeling came over him again. He walked toward the 
downtown district, remembering his talk six months 
ago with Shirley Moore. Maybe then he should have 
taken Edie back to Farview as Shirley had advised. 

He went into a lounge on the outskirts of town, or¬ 
dered scotch and soda to chase away the taste of the 
wine. Someone tapped him on the shoulder. He turned 
and saw Lou Murry sitting next to him at the bar. 

Lou grinned at him. “I went to a drive-in movie with 
the wife and kids and forgot to buy cigarettes. What's 
your excuse for solitary drinking?" 

Mac laughed, feeling better. "Out working.” 

“On Saturday night?” 

“With Pete.” 

Oh. Lou looked at him carefully. “Did you nail 
down a big one?” 

"Pretty big.” 

“Pete’s way?” 

"Yeah.” 

Lou kept looking at him. “How do you like it?” 

Mac shook his head. 

“I tried it once,” Lou said quietly. “It made me sick 
to the stomach.” 

He s a success. And he makes it all sound pretty 
logical.” 

“That’s bad. He’s about sold you?" 

“Uh-uh.” 

“When you start bringing in the big clients, you’ll 
have my job.” 

“I don’t want your job, Lou. It’s just an honorary 
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title that pays seventy-five bucks a month above com¬ 
missions. And look how it takes you away from pro¬ 
duction and working with the other men.” 

Lou Murry relaxed. “You know, Mac* after all my 
suspicions I think you’re more like me than you are 
like Pete Moored 

“Could be. But Tm still going to go after the big ones. 
Do you know a fellow named Eli Martin? Pete wants 
me to work on him.” 

Lou downed his drink. “A waste of time." 

Mac frowned. “I understand there’s a potential of 
selling a quarter million dollars to him—seventy-five 
hundred m annual premium.” 

“Oh* he’s a big rancher* all right. But you won’t sell 
him” 

“You seem pretty sure ” 

“The great man couldn’t do it* even with his bag of 
tricks.” 

“Pete tried?” 

“And I did. And one other fellow.” 

Mac bought Lou a drink. “I’m going to give it a 
whirl.” 

Lou stared at his full glass. “Don’t*” he said. 



MAC awoke with a start, sat up quickly and was play¬ 
fully pushed back down on his pillow by Edie. He had 
been tossing and turning, dreaming that he had finally 
caught up with Eli Martin and Edie had kissed him 
awake. She sat at the side of the bed, pushed her hand 
under his pajama top, and rubbed his bare chest. 
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“Get up, sleepyhead " She kissed him again* 

Mac blinked, reached for a cigarette, lit it, then settled 
back on the pillow, “Hello, wife that I love*” 

Edie had already showered, and her face was scrubbed 
rosy-pink, her eyes bright and clear. Ringlets of yellow 
hair tumbled over her forehead. She had pulled on a 
housecoat. The way it buttoned he could see the soft 
swell of the base of her breasts. There was a stirring 
inside him, yet he did not reach for her. 

Mac's eyes flickered as she noticed his hesitation. She 
reached out and rubbed the stubble of beard on his jaw* 
\ou look grouchy,” she teased. “Maybe because you 
were out running wild all night* Even after you came 
to bed ” 

“Did I keep you awake?” 

She held her hands less than a dozen inches apart 
“You let me have that much of the bed 

He had to grin at the mock rueful look on her face. 
“Chasing Eli Martin in my sleep ” 

She lay down on the bed, tight against him* The 
housecoat had climbed up around her chest “Is he that 
important?” 

Seeing the look of love in her eyes, he gently removed 
the housecoat altogether and pushed back the bed covers* 
Then his eyes caught the clock on the dresser at the side 
of the bed. He kissed her lightly and sprang to his feet. 

For a moment she looked at Mm in surprise and then 
came after him, wrapping her arms about him, thinking 
it was part of their game. He pinched her bottom 
sharply, lifted her, dropped her on the bed and pulled 
the blankets over her. 

No time for calisthenics,” Mac grinned, marching off 
to the bathroom* 

She lay silently, stunned. After a while she rubbed at 
the dampness of her cheeks, realized that she had been 
silently crying. She could hear Mac splashing in the 
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shower. He seemed a long way from her. When the 
spray of the shower stopped, she got up, dressed, and 
went into the kitchen to prepare breakfast. 

Mac caught the look of puffiness around her eyes as he 
came to the table, "Tears?” he asked in wonder. 

Edie left the eggs to bum on the stove, threw her arms 
around his neck. “Oh, Mac, I'm afraid ” 

“Of what?” 

She shook her head. *1 don't know” 

Mac tilted her chin up, "Look, honey. You’re in the 
mood for play and so am I. But I don't have time.” 

She did not smile. "A woman uses all her charms and 
her husband doesn't have time for her. Maybe thafs 
what I'm afraid of” 

Mac sidled over to the stove and tried to save the 
eggs, but he was too late. He sat down, gulped his coffee 
and a piece of toast, 

"You offer those same charms about ten o'clock to¬ 
night,." 1 he chided, "and see what happens. That’s a warn¬ 
ing. By that time 111 have Eli Martin whipped.” 

“Martin, 1 don’t even know the man and I think I 
hate him.” 

Mac’s eyes were serious. “Pete’s been pushing me hard 
to sell that fellow. When it’s over, well take a rest. Go 
away for a few days. Maybe go back to Farview.” 

The sparkle in her eyes was something to see. "Mac, 
HI try to quit being so silly. Honest.” 

"You aren’t silly,” said Mac, finishing his coffee. “Not 
a bit.” He Idssed her on the cheek. “ ’Bye ” 

The Martin residence was located near Pete Moore’s 
home, perhaps a mile farther out of town, and it was a 
little bigger than Pete’s. It had a large, irregular-shaped 
swimming pool at the rear and a lush, rambling lawn 
in front, 

Mac drove slowly past the place, noting the new 
Cadillac in the driveway and the two-year-old Jaguar 
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in which Mrs, Martin blazed through Plains City's streets. 
There was no sign of the dual-tired pickup truck which 
Martin used as a work vehicle. 

That meant that Martin was out working his rice 
crop. Although Pete Moore had warned Mac against 
approaching the rancher while he was involved in his 
work, Mac decided he would try. He had already dropped 
by a half-dozen times and attempted to see Martin at 
home. He had never even received an answer to his ring, 
Mac drove west out of the residential area, then south 
toward the flat rice fields of EM Martin s ranch, A dozen 
miles from Plains City a marker directed him into Mar¬ 
tin s private road. 

The rice crop, on all sides of him, extended to the 
foothills westward. The sun beat down on the car* un¬ 
relenting, burning, even though the hour was before 
noon. 

He stopped and got out to take off his jacket, A jeep 
came rumbling along, Mac hailed the driver, 

€ Tm looking for Martin,” he shouted. 

The driver, a tall man wearing T-shirt and levis, looked 
at him curiously and jerked his head in the direction 
Mac was heading, 

“How far?” Mac asked. 

The man merely nodded and started off again in the 
jeep, Mac got back in his car and worked his way 
through three more hired hands, who seemed increas¬ 
ingly surprised to see him the farther he got onto 
Martin land. None of them ventured more than a grunt 
and a nod, 

Mac drove on, swearing softly, The day was hot and 
he was hot and his car was getting overheated from driv¬ 
ing in low gear. And then he came alive. Ahead he saw 
a pickup truck with dual rear tires, Mac recognized 
Martin s rig—he had seen it once in Plains City, 

He stopped his car, got out and walked to die pickup. 
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not minding the heat now, knowing that at least he 
would get his pitch at Martin. 

A man stood against the side of the truck, squinting 

out at the rice field. 

“Mr, Martin?" 

“That's me," said Eli Martin, turning, showing as little 
emotion as his hired hands. He was small, dark, with 
thick, short-cropped black hair, a wind-burned face an 
impatient, probing eyes. 

> “I’m Mac Marcy.” 

Martin looked Mac up and down—the white shut, 
the tie, the neatly pressed trousers—showing mild inter¬ 
est. “From the bank? I knew you’d be coming about 

that loan." „ 

“No. I’m with the World Life Insurance Company. 

“Oh.” With the look of a man betrayed, the rancher 
turned away to stare at his rice crop. 

“I work with Pete Moore." 

Martin gave him his attention again, looking him up 
and down once more. “Pete,” he said, with a lop-sided 
half-grin. “That sonovagun, he never quits. Him and two 
other monkeys like yourself been pestering me for years 
about life insurance. They say I need it because I ve got 
some pretty big bank loans. And the bank is all for it. 
Maybe it’s a good idea. Except that I’m busy working 
and" I don’t want to bother with it now. When the crop 
is in, I won’t need it.” He squinted at Mac. “You got 
that?” 

Mac got it. Martin was going to be a lot tougher than 
old John Demery and there was no window-dressing 
that would soften him. “You ought to quit thinking in 
terms of pleasing the bank by backing up your loan with 
life insurance. You should make the insurance a savings, 
an investment,” 

Dislike showed in Eli Martin’s eyes—he did not appre¬ 
ciate being high-pressured. To Mac’s shock, the rancher 
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began fumbling with the front of his levis, unbuttoned 
the fly, and began urinating on the hardtop road next to 
Mac, forcing Mac to step back from him. 

“Mister,” Martin said coarsely, TH tell you flat—Fm 
not interested. Even a character like Pete Moore can’t 
get me interested in any life policy and you ain’t in 
Pete s class. He stared boldly into Mac's eyes, buttoning 
his levis. “First of all you can’t even read. There’s a big 
no trespass sign right where you came in off the county 
road and I put that up for a purpose,” 

Mac flushed with anger, but he kept his voice even. 
“I guess I didn’t see it." 

Eli Martin started walking off into the rice field. “Then 
you ought to consult an eye doctor.” 

He left Mac standing there in the hot sun. Enraged 
at his own squeamishness, Mac glared after Martin know¬ 
ing the rancher had deliberately shocked him with that 
special boorish performance. He told himself that his 
defeat did not matter-he wouldn’t have a client like Eli 
Martin for all the commissions in the world. 

He began the drive back to the city intending to tell 
Pete it was all off-he was through with Martin. But 
when he began thinking about Pete’s reaction of con¬ 
tempt, he broke out into a sweat. He wondered for the 
first time if he were afraid of Pete. By the time he reach¬ 
ed the office he had made up his mind that, come hell 
or high water, he was going to sell Eli Martin. 

Lou Murry was at his desk. He nodded at Mac. “Pete 
teffs me you’re going to hit a big one today. Nervous?" 

“Not any more. I’ve seen Eli Martin.” 

“At his house?” 

Mac wished Lou would shut up. ‘'Rauch” 

Lou laughed* “That was a mistake. He threw you out* 

“Just about;* 

“The guy has the manners of a sow* I worked on him, 
as I told you*” * 
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“Yeah.” 

“So now-forget him.” 

“No, sir. I’m going to sell him a policy.” 

Lou shook his head. “It will never happen.” 

Mac studied Lou and had the feeling that Lou wanted 
him to give up too quickly. “You seem to know Martin, 
Lou. You could help me.” 

Lou was silent. 

“I could ask Pete for your assistance, you know.” 

Lou shrugged. “All right, then. Ellie Martin, his wife- 
she’s the one you have to see. She tells Eli what to do. 

Mac stared at Lou. “That’s hard to believe." 

“Then don’t believe it,” Lou said in a suddenly harsh 
voice. 

Mac left the office at once. He reached the Martin 
house just after the lunch hour and took his time going 
up the walk, trying to imagine Eli Martin’s kind of 
woman. 

The door swung open before be could try the bell 
and a small woman stepped out, surprise in her bright 
blue eyes. Then the surprise faded into a kind of guarded 
hostility. She was a redhead, and Lou Murry had told 
Mac that Ellie Martin had red hair. 

Mac came right out with it. “Good afternoon, Mrs. 
Martin,” 

Ellie Martin was perhaps a dozen years younger than 
her husband—about thirty-three, Mac guessed. She was 
five feet tall and wore her flaming hair in a short-cut 
pixie style. She was dressed in slacks and a gaily colored 
blouse. Her features were small and even, except for the 
slight tilt of her nose and, for a redhead, she was won¬ 
derfully tanned. Mac found himself looking curiously 
at her because she did not have freckles. Her figure was 
concealed by shapeless slacks and a loose blouse. 

She was carrying a filled golf bag and kept right on 
moving past him, headed for the Jaguar parked in the 
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driveway. Her lips were still smiling, but her eyes were 
giving him a swift, cool, head-to-toe appraisal. 

“Do I know you?” Her voice was low and pleasant. 

“Mac Marcy. World Life Insurance Company.'’ 

She tossed her golf bag on one side of the car seat. 
“I’m afraid I don’t have time to talk to you. Anyway, I 
don’t need any life insurance. Talk to EH.” 

“I have,” Mac said, too quickly. 

Ellie Martin cocked her head, her gaze even more 
careful. "Did he say you should come to me?” 

“No.” 

The brightness returned to her eyes. She seemed 
friendlier, suddenly. For a moment Mac thought he had 
broken through. But she was saying, ‘Thank you for 
calling, Mr. Marcy. But don’t come back. You really 
would be wasting your time. And mine, too.” 

She got into the Jaguar, gunned it away and for the 
second time that day Mac was standing alone staring 
after a retreating Martin. 

Instead of going back to the office, Mac went home 
to Edie. She greeted him, happy and surprised. She read 
his mood, brought him out of it and back among the liv¬ 
ing. And the loving. Their lovemaking was reminiscent 
of their honeymoon days for both of them—and if it was 
good for Edie, it was better for Mac. He forgot about 
Eli Martin and his wife and the day’s frustrations. 

For the next few days Mac did nothing about ap¬ 
proaching Eli Martin again—he did not even discuss the 
matter with Pete. Pete, too, seemed to have let up the 
pressure—instead he arranged a golf foursome including 
himself, Mac and two other World Life men. But at 
the last moment he telephoned Mac at the municipal 
course and backed out of the date on the excuse that a 
client had come into the office. The other two men also 
discovered last-minute appointments that had to be at¬ 
tended to. The morning was a Tuesday and the course 
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was almost deserted. Mac waited around, not wanting 
to play alone. He talked to Jock Campbell, the pro. 

"Any regulars come out on Tuesday?” Mac asked. 

Campbell, a big blond man, shook his head. “Not in 
the morning. Most of the businessmen come out in the 
afternoon. The women show up in the ayem-some of 
them pretty regularly. There’s one now—if shes willing, 
she’ll make a partner for you. She shoots a good game, 
too" 

Mac heard the slam of the door and saw the car—a 
Jaguar. Ellie Martin approached. 

Mac thought of Pete’s sudden inability to make the 
golf foursome and the last-minute pullout of die others. 
He asked quietly, “Does Mrs. Martin play golf every 
Tuesday morning?” 

"That she does.” Jock Campbell headed for the pro 
shop to greet her. Mac silently cursed Pete Moore—it 
was obvious that he had set Mac up to go around the 
course with Ellie Martin. 

Angrily he lifted his golf bag and started^ for his car, 
determined not to be taken in by Pete Moore s strategem. 
Ellie Martin came out of the pro shop before he could 
pass* 

"Well, Mr. Marcy, we meet again.” She was friendly 
and smiling. 

“Hi.” Mac would have kept going, but the nagging 
thought of that quarter-million policy returned to his 
mind. Ellie Martin represented seventy-five hundred 
dollars in premium* 

It seemed unlikely that playing golf with Mrs. Mar¬ 
tin was going to result in a sale, but if Pete had set 
the ihing up .., 

Pete seldom acted without an end in view. 

“Hey,” Jock Campbell called out. “Maybe you can cor¬ 
rect Mrs. Martin’s backswing. Go around with her.” 

“You’re the expert,” said Mac. 
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"Well, you wanted to play, anyway,” said Jock. 

“Only if he promises not to talk life insurance," Ellie 
Martin said, smiling, 

Mac grinned, decided to shelve his resentment of Pete 
and of Eli. Ellie was an attractive woman. “You’re on.” 

Ellie Martin had good coordination and hit the ball 
well most of the time, but she did have a tendency to¬ 
ward a high backswing, She took a forty-six on the 
first nine. Mac had a forty-two. On the back nine, Mac 
told her to hold her shoulders level and found that it 
cut down her backswing. Mrs. Martin tied him with a 
forty-one and was delighted. She apologized for having 
left so quickly when he had come to the house, and was 
the first to bring up the subject of an insurance policy 
for her husband. Smilingly, she asked Mac to help her 
with her game the following Tuesday. 

Mac made the date and kept it. He played golf with 
Ellie Martin on three Tuesday mornings in a row. For 
their third date she showed up in shorts and a T-shirt 
that was just a little too tight. She shot an eighty-two 
and Mac found himself watching more than her game. 
Ellie Martin had a lovely, compact body, and though 
she was not pretty compared to a woman like Edie, she 
possessed an inner vitality that on occasion broke into a 
quiet kind of vivaciousness that made her seem beautiful. 
Ellie Martin had a way of making a man want to be 
with her and Mac often had to remind himself that 
selling a life policy to hex husband was his real reason 
for being with her. 

Occasionally, as the weeks went by, Eli Martin came 
out to the course, hacked his way around, trying to get 
in under a hundred. Eli looked admiringly at Ellies low 
scores, finally shook Mac’s hand, "You must be smarter 
tiian I thought at first sight,” he said, with that slow 
half-smile of his. “At least you got her score down when 
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neither Campbell, here, nor Rob Maston at the country 

club could." , 

"She's a natural.” Mac had the feeling that Martin sud¬ 
denly liked him. 

“I’ll tell you, Marcy. Two things in this life I love. 
My farming—and that little redhead of mine. He 
winked. “Cant always do her as much good as she wants. 
Pretty hot-blooded, she is. But she suffers along, plays 
golf. And that makes me happy.” 

Ellie was coining over to them. “Thanks for coming 

out, Mac.” B 

“I bet we can thank him better than that, said Eii. 
“The bank is lending me more money on the crop. They 
keep telling me that a life-insurance policy would make 
things a lot easier in case something ever did happen 
to me. Nobody’d lose out and Ellie would still have the 
ranch, Now, I don’t really figure on passing out of the 
picture, so I want you to tell me about a policy that’s 
an investment instead of pure protection." 

Mac laid it out for Martin, keeping it simple because 
the rancher was not one for fancy talk. Pete Moore had 
guessed or had somehow found out that Martins bank 
loan was a quarter-million dollars. The premium was 
right at seventy-five hundred dollars. At age forty-five, 
Martin would have a cash value on the policy of over a 
hundred thousand dollars twenty years later. If he lived 
long enough, he would get all his money back and 

would have free protection. 

Eli Martin nodded. “Ellie and I will talk it over. He 
indulged in a half-smile. "I think you’ve got yourself a 

sale.” . 

Mac watched the Martins walk away and went to his 
car in a daze. He had other calls to make and he made 
them, scarcely aware of what he was doing. He told 
Edie the good news. She was as happy as he. He told 
her to get ready to go out on the town. By eight in the 
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evening he finished the details for Martin’s application 
and had it ready for signature. 

The telephone rang in the deserted office, and he lif ted 
it quickly, thinking it might be Pete Moore. 

“Mac?” The voice was EUie Martin’s 

"Yes” 

Good news. We want your policy.” 

Mac’s voice was husky. “Fine.” 

“Eli had to go up north on business, but I'd like to 
have you come out.” 

“I’ll need his signature." 

JWell, there are a few details I’d like explained.” 

“Be out in a few minutes.” Mac floated out of the office, 
the rate manual in his hands. 

Elhe Martin shouted to him from the patio as she 
heard the doorbell, “Come on through, Mac,” 

She was in the swimming pool. As Mac stepped 
through the glass doors to the patio she climbed from 
the water. She wore a white bikini. In the waning sun¬ 
light she was smilingly beautiful. She poured him a 
scotch md soda from decanters at the side of the pool 

“We can talk later,” she said. “First, how about a 
swim? There’s a suit over on the table. Dressing room 
is straight ahead through that door.” 

, ^ ac bought of Edie. He had not intended to make his 
visit a social occasion. But before he could protest, Ellie 
\ed in. Mac shrugged. He found the dressing room, 
changed into the swim trunks and reappeared. He made 
a shallow dive from the end of the pool and Ellie chal¬ 
lenged him to a race, which she won by inches. 

She was barely breathing hard. “Can’t beat you at 
golf, so I have you get in my back yard and play my 
own game,” 

Mac laughed. Ellie poured another drink for him. 
Dusk was turning to dark-he could hardly see her face 
in the shadows. Ellie brought towels from the patio 
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Locker and they went into the deeper darkness of the 
house. She did not bother with lights-a faint glow still 
came through the glass doors. 

Elite handed him her towel. “Dry my back, Mac.” 

Mac started to mb her shoulders. As he worked down¬ 
ward, he found that the strings of the bikini were not 
in the way. Ellie Martin was nude. 

She turned abruptly. “Now do the rest of me.” 

Mac hesitated then did as he was told. Eli Martins 
insurance, even thoughts of Edie, faded far back in his 
awareness as he rubbed the towel over her hard breasts, 
down her stomach to the delicate musclature around 
the cute navel. 

When Ellie suddenly kissed him, he made no effort 
to back away. She clung to him, then drew him to the 
couch and with deft movements pulled his trunks low 
and then became busy with caresses. 

Desire surged through him. He kissed her, and her 
tongue was a darting Same. He joined her, and she 
moaned. Her muscular but surprisingly soft little body 
surged beneath him. He forgot his reason for having 
come, for being here-forgot about Edie waiting for him, 
about everything but the breath-taking swift ascent to 
the pinnacle of passion * -. 


5 

DURING the ensuing days, Mac could not shake the 
sick guilt he felt since leaving Ellie Martin’s house. He 
and Ellie had never gotten around to discussing the in¬ 
surance contract. There had been more drinks and at 
last she had been too drunk to do anything but sleep. 
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He tried to reach her later but failed and she was not 
at the golf course the following Tuesday. 

Eli’s business trip had kept him out of town for several 
days When he returned, he went directly out to the 
ranch and h IS rice crop. Mac was determined not to 
confront him there. At the office, Pete Moore had begun 
pressing again for a closing of the Martin deal. Lou 
Murry watched in silence. 

Edie had become a stranger to Mac, and Mac realized 
with despair that he had erected a wall of guilt around 
himseU. Edie never quizzed him about the long night 
e had spent with Ellie Martin and apparently accepted 
is volunteered alibi that the ramifications of the large 
pohcy he was trying to sell had taken a lot of explanation. 

But he could not shake the feeling that Edie knew 
, e ''T * e ^ n g a lie. Lately she seemed given to pro¬ 
longed silences, and her eyes lacked luster. Their good 
way of love seemed something in the past, and Mac 
busied himself working long days and nights. 

The country club was holding a summer dance and 
Pete Moore, as a member, invited Edie and Mac along 
as guests. Pete said many insurance prospects would be 
at the club and the dance would afford Mac an oppor- 
timity to meet them socially. 

Mac came home from the office in the early evening 
of the day of the event, found Edie dressed in slacks 
and blouse. She had made no effort to get ready for 
the dance. 

“I’m not going," she said. 

^Pete thinks it’s a good idea for us to be there.” 

Pete. Pete. I’m sick of hearing of the great man. Pete 
this, and Pete that. Why doesn't he lead hi$ own life 
and stay out of ours?” 

“He’s just trying to help us-” Mac began, but Edie in¬ 
terrupted. 

Help?” Sparks glowed in her eyes. “Mac, he’s driving 
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us apart. I never see you any more and when I do, we 
don’t talk. It’s almost as if we were—strangers.” 

“Oh, come off the theatrics.” Mac felt irritated. 

Edie turned away. “How long has it been since we’ve 
made love?” she asked in a low voice. 

Mac stared out the window. "I’ve been working long 
hours. And there are tensions. This business is like that. 
You ought to know it. It was the same in Farview at 
times.” 

“Not like this, Mac. Never.” 

Mac glumly pulled a bottle of scotch from the cup¬ 
board, poured himself a drink, downed it straight, and 
then had another. He lit a cigarette, looking at Edie. 
She was still turned away, and he felt like a heel. He 
went up behind her, brought her gently to face him and 
kissed her a long time. She clung to him. 

He said, “Well go out, just the two of us. Forget the 
dance.” 

She looked up at him from moist eyes. "Mac, I’m sorry. 
I don’t want to fight with you. We’ll go to the dance. 
“You sure? Are you feeling all right?” 

“Just fine—when you hold me.” 

“Edie,” He kissed her again. “Let’s not fight any more. 
Okay?” 

She nodded, trying to smile. “I’ll get ready.” 


The country club was packed, alive with talk and 
laughter as the Marcys arrived. Most of the crowd was 
older than they and consisted of businessmen, mer¬ 
chants and professional people. Edie, clad in a black 
sheath dress and with her blond hair smartly swept up, 
was among the small group of women who held the 
attention of the husbands. Mac tried to stay close to her, 
but as they were dancing, the men in the group began 
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to cut in. Mac tried to get back to her, but after a while 
gave up and hung around the punch bowl. 

Pete Moore wandered by, said he was glad Mac and 
Edie were there, and that the party was a real blast. 
Mac, watching Edie, suddenly realized he was having 
no fun. He wished they had gone out alone for the eve¬ 
ning and skipped the dance. He had another drink, mak¬ 
ing little attempt to mingle or become acquainted. It 
seemed to him that Edie was enjoying herself now, and 
somehow he was annoyed. 

It hit Mac all at once—Pete Moore was dancing with 
Edie.., Pete, slender and handsome in his dark suit, 
his tanned face bright and beaming, talking and laugh¬ 
ing with Edie. Edie seemed happy, laughing with Pete. 
Mac wanted to be with his wife. He watched Pete keep 
the other men away from Edie, dancing three times in 
succession with her, holding her close, 

Mac downed another drink, glared across the dance 
floor and came close to hating Pete. Suppressing his ris¬ 
ing anger, he strode across the floor toward the couple 
intent on cutting in, 

“Hello.* 

He turned. Shirley Moore stood before him, blocking 
his way, tall in her high heels. Her eyes were red-rimmed 
from drinking, but she had done a good job of fixing her 
face and she wore a low-cut gown that fit her perfectly. 
Her breasts, firm and inviting, revealed just enough. She 
would have looked lovely except for the lost, alcoholic 
expression on her face, 

“Want to dance, Mac?* 

Mac shrugged and took her out to the floor. Shir! 
snuggled close to him—too dose—and Mac stepped on 
her feet a couple of times, 

"Hey * Shirl said, "You’re not with it* 

Mac was uneasy, “Sorry” he said, forcing a smile, 
"Ill try to pot my mind on you ” 
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Shirks mouth twisted, “Wher do you have it now- 
on Ellie Martin?” 

“What about Ellie Martin?" 

Shirley's smile was vacuous, “Oh } nothing, Except that 
I know that Pete has you working on landing Eli Mar* 
tin, Eli is the cross that Fete hangs his boys on. And the 
road to that cross lies over little Ellie s strong little body* 
So far nobody’s made it^not even Pete, Have you?" 

Mac felt his face darken with anger, “You’ve had more 
than enough to drink. Shirk Why don’t you go outside 
and get some air?" 

Shirley frowned, “You don't have to get on your high 
horse. Fete is using both of us. Wise up. Were sharing 
a one-way ride to hell" 

The dance stopped and Mac said, “Shut up, Shirk 
before you say something youH be sorry about” 

“I don't have to shut up ” she said too loudly, but no 
one seemed to pay attention, “You used to be a nice guy, 
Mac, I used to like you,” 

“And I used to like you. In fact, I used to admire you. 
That was a while back* 

The feeling is mutual,” She spoke thickly. Her legs 
were getting wobbly, 

“Why don’t you straighten out? Hell, leave Pete, if 
you have to. You’re on the skids, Shirk Look at yourself” 

She stared at Mac with sudden, brilliant anger—then, 
as abruptly, her face was blank, helpless. She began cry¬ 
ing, "Where would I go, Mac? Where would I go?” 

He got her out of the building and walked her around 
the parking lot, until she stopped crying. He put her in 
Pete s car* found a blanket in the rear seat, pulled it over 
her, and in a minute she was asleep, Mac angrily walked 
back into the clubhouse, crossed the dance floor and cut 
in on Edie and Fete, 

"Were going home * he said, turning his back on Pete, 
guiding Edie through the crowd. 
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Pet© followed them, surprise on his handsome face, 
“Buddy, boy. What gives?” 

“Shir! is in your car sleeping off a load,” said Mac. 
“Do her a favor. Take her home and show her some kind¬ 
ness for a change.” 

Pete rocked back on his heels, sniffing in the night air. 
"Oh, ho” he said, "were in a nasty mood tonight. Now, 
Mac, that's no way to meet people and line up pros¬ 
pects.” 

4 Tete,” Mac snapped. "Lay off just this once, will 
you?” 

Pete stared at him and then laughed, not at all of¬ 
fended. “Okay, buddy. I guess this just wasn't your night. 
Happens that way sometimes.” He saluted Edie. "Good 
night” 

Pete wandered back toward the dance. 

Mac drove silently across town. When they were home, 
Edie undressed and got ready for bed. 

"Want to talk?” she asked softly at last. 

Mac kissed her and said ruefully, "No. I guess I just 
want to sit down and be miserable.” 

"Come on to bed.” 

He shook his head. “I want to think—about Pete, about 
what you said. And the way we re living.” 

"Til stay awake for you,” 

He half smiled. "You 3 re all right, honey.” He kissed her 
again. “But now go to sleep ” 

Mac went back into the living room, turned on the 
television set and brought out the bottle of scotch. Alone, 
with the liquor numbing him, he tried to examine the 
facts. He was already making more money than he had 
in Farview, and Pete, a student of life insurance, could 
teach him a lot about straight selling when there were 
no angles to be played. 

Mac could do a good job, as he had done back in the 
hill country, and forget about people like Jim Devlin 
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and Ellie Martin* And there was no reason he could not 
again be close to Edie, be honest with her, and make 
a fine and growing thing of their marriage* 

Immersed in dreams and promises of better things to 
come, he dozed off on the couch. 


Edie was still asleep when he awakened at seven. He 
stood up, trying to stretch the kinks from his stiffened 
legs and back. He shaved and showered, tiptoed past a 
sleeping Edie, and left the house. He caught a cup of 
coffee on the way to work and his head began to clear. 

Mac sat alone at his desk, planning his calls for the day. 
He picked up Eli Martins application, intending to 
throw it into the wastebasket. Then, once more, he 
studied it. He decided to give it one more try by work¬ 
ing on Eli and forgetting Ellie, 

At half-past eight he drew up in front of the Martin 
house and noticed the pickup was nowhere in sight. He 
sat in his car for a while, then got out and went slowly 
up the walk to the door. 

There was no answer to the bell and he started to 
walk away. Then the door swung open and a sleepy-eyed 
Ellie Martin peered out, 

“Mae,* she muttered, yawning and stretching. She 
wore a sheer white nightgown that barely reached her 
knees and, as she stretched, lifting her arms, he caught 
a glimpse of her soft inner thigh and told himself to start 
running now, while he still had time, but instead he 
stood flat-footed. 

‘It's too early to play golf ” she taunted him, 

Mac stared at her. “I came to get Eli’s signature ” 
“Well, dear, he’s out at the ranch with the accountant* 
“You could call him and tell him I’m coming out * 
She smiled, “I don’t think that would be a good idea * 
“Then Fll have to see him later,” 
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"Mac* for gosh sakes, come inside before I catch cold. 
And don't be so concerned about that precious life in* 
surance policy” 

Tm not coming in ” 

"You're afraid of me?” 

"No ” he said coldly* suddenly not giving a damn about 
the sale. “Disgusted with both of us might express things 
better” 

“AH right. Ill try to call Eli—after Ive had my coffee ” 

He went in reluctantly. Ellie shut the door* and, to his 
surprise, slipped off the nightgown and stood nude be¬ 
fore him. 

“Forget it* Ellie,” he said harshly. "I'm selling—not 
buying” 

"Don't be silly * she said, "fm going to do my ex¬ 
ercises.” And without a trace of shame* she did her sit- 
ups, deep knee bends, and finally the bicycle as she lay 
on her back on the mg, thighs moving* legs and feet 
churning the air. Mae watched her as if in a trance. Then 
she sprang up. 

"Now, a shower.” 

Tm leaving,” said Mac, 

"No ” she said. Quickly, she kissed him* rubbing against 
him* touching him, arousing him* then springing away 
to the bathroom. He could hear the water sluicing from 
the shower head as he stood alone in the living room. 
He wanted to run out, far away from Elbe Martin* but 
he could not move. 

She came back in the room* briskly rubbing a towel 
on her naked body* her expression buoyant. She threw 
the towel aside, “Now, we can take up the matter of 
business ” She kissed him again, moving into him, and 
a flame of passion rose in him. 

"Carry me to the bedroom,” she commanded. He lifted 
her, took her to the bed and laid her down gently- “Take 
off your clothes,” 
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He looked at her eyes, the passionate rise and fall of 
her firm breasts, and, cursing, he started to walk out of 
the room, because he suddenly knew she needed him 
more than he needed her. Then he stopped abruptly and 
began undressing. Ellie breathed heavily, waiting for 
him. They clung to each other and he kissed her. 

“I want you,” she murmured. 

“Call Eli,” said Mac. 

"Now?" The word was whispered in torment. 

“Right now." 

“I won’t do it.” 

He kissed her again. “Yes, you will.” 

She stared at him silently, her eyes desperate. 
“Please—” 

"Call him.” 

She reached obediently for the phone at die side of 
the bed, dialed the number. 

“Eli, Mac Marcy called this morning about the life in¬ 
surance ... No. Just a little while ago. He has the appli¬ 
cation. Darling, I think it's a good idea. I think you 
should sign up,” 

Mac could not hear what Eli Martin was saying. 

Then Ellie again: “He could come out to the ranch. 
Yes, I know you’re busy, but it would only take a few 
minutes .. 

Muted, unintelligible sounds as Eli spoke again. 

“There’s no need to put it off.” Elite's voice had a sud¬ 
den harsh edge. “I’ll call him back, tell him to come out. 
Goodbye, darling.” She hung up the phone and lay 
breathing hard. “Damn you.” She reached for Mac and 
kissed him hungrily. “What makes you think I can’t call 
him back, tell him not to sign?” 

Mac sprang out of bed, dressing, “because the two 
of us are going out to the ranch right now.” 

“Don’t make me suffer like this. I can’t stand it. I need 
love.” 
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III be more honest with yon than you were with me," 
said Mac, hating himself as much as he hated her. “When 
I have the money and it's converted to a cashiers check 
and the application is signed, then we'll come back here 
—and have that cup of coffee." 

She looked at him gratefully, then got up and docilely 
began putting on her clothes. 


B 

MAC arrived at the office in the late afternoon a week 
after the Martin policy commission had come through. 
He was dog-tired and glad that Mrs. Jenkins and Miss 
Toombs had left for the day. Grouchy and irritable, he 
took no comfort from the expanding commission list 
that one of the office girls had placed on his desk. 

He had been working on small accounts and he was 
suddenly impatient with the small premiums they rep¬ 
resented. He had not closed a deal that had represented 
any real commission since he had obtained Eli Martins 
signature on the quarter-million-dollar policy. There 
were several prospects with good potential in his brief¬ 
case, but he had shied away from requesting Pete's 
assistance. As yet he did not trust himself to do a good 
straight job of selling* 

Lou Murry peeked through the door to the secre¬ 
taries' office, 

“Ellie Martin called," he said. “She has some questions 
about the policy.” 

Mac looked up broodingly, “Yeah?" 

“You going to stop by her place?” 

Mac shook his head. “No ” 
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‘Third time she's called this week.** 

‘If Eli calls, 1*11 go out and see him.* 

Lou came into the office and sat down opposite Mac* 
"Seems like a pretty big account to be neglecting” 
“Damnit, Lou, quit needling me” 

“Why so touchy?” Lou asked, obviously trying to 
rile Mac* “You made a bundle on the Martin deal. Eli 
isn't about to cancel out after that hefty first premium 
he paid* It looks like you Ye cutting Ellie Martin off at 
the pockets, beating her at her own game* You ought to 
feel pretty good.” 

“Just great" said Mac. 

TVe gone along that same road/* said Lon Murry 
softly* T know exactly how you feel.” 

“Do you, Lou? I don't think so. You Ye not hooked 
on Pete’s way of selling* I am*” 

“Quit feeling sorry for yourself. Tell Pete to go to 
hell* Tell him you Ye your own man. He’ll take it from 
you. Then he’ll find somebody else to push around*” 
“It sounds easy, but IVe gone out and tried to do 
some honest, hard prospecting and selling. There isn't 
any money in it Besides, I don’t have the heart for it 
any more* Maybe Pete is right* The very nature of this 
business forces you to play all the angles ” 

“You donY believe that, or you’d see Ellie Martin.” 
“That account is cinched* No more commission there” 
“Now youYe beginning to sound like Pete,” 

“What’s it to you anyway, Lou? What in the hell is it 
to you what I do?” 

"Well, I'm still the assistant manager* Pete expects me 
to help out the guys* And that includes you* I want you 
to come to a certain place with me tonight—I want to 
show you a two-edged sword. Maybe you’ll leam 
something that will make you do a good, honest job* 
And if you don’t, at least you'll pick up some information 
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that will help you—particularly if you go the same route 
as Pete.* 

Mac had to laugh at the troubled expression on Lou's 
face. "You’re as bad as an old mother hen,* he said, "just 
where is tin's mysterious place?* 

“A roadhouse outside town* 

"A madhouse?* Mac shook his head. “Thanks for the 
offer, but Ive got to get home. Edie’s gloomy enough 
without me starting to hang out around roadhouses * 

"Petes orders * 

Mac stared at Lou, “He doesn’t believe in two-edged 
swords—not the kind you’re talking about.” 

But I do, and I think you do, too. Otherwise your 
conscience wouldn’t be grooving those lines in your 
face* 

The roadhouse was called Sal’s. It was located just 
over the county line a dozen miles north of Plains City. 
Lou parked in front of the squat whitewashed building 
and led Mac inside. The small place was in semidark- 
ness, with a jukebox blasting away, 

A half-dozen men stood at the bar. Two women who 
looked in their blowsy mid-thirties were laughing and 
talking with the men. The barkeep, a big man with 
thinning dark hair, glanced disinterestedly at Mac and 
Lou and set up two smudged glasses for their scotch 
and sodas. 

Looks like a dump,” observed Mac. 

“That it is.” 

A tall man stumbled toward them out of the gloom. 
His gray business suit had seen better days and his 
white, tieless shirt was soiled. He pumped Lous band 
vigorously. 

“Hello, Lou, old man.” 

Lou seemed glad to see the newcomer. "Meet Mac 
Marcy, This is Harry Seldon, Mac.” 

“Hi.” Seldon was as tall as Mac and had a good build 
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that was beginning to run to fat Except for the stubble 
beard and the drink splotches that showed on his face, 
he was a good-looking man. To judge from the way his 
hand trembled when he took Macs, he was a con¬ 
firmed drinker. He looked forty. Mac guessed he was 
eight or ten years younger. 

"Mac is with World Life, too ” Lou was saying. “He’s 
an old friend of Pete’s.” 

Harry nodded, gulping down a straight shot. "Good 
outfit. And Pete’s a good man to work for.” 

Lou looked at Mac. “Three years ago, Seldon made 
himself sixteen thousand bucks for a years work with 
World Life ” 

Harry Seldon beamed. “And 111 be back with the 
company, making that kind of money again, he said 
with sudden determination. "Everybody hits a slump 
in the life insurance business. Isn’t that right, Lou?” 

“Sure.” 

Harry raised his hand in signal for the bottle and 
helped himself to a couple of quick ones. "I had a run 
of bad luck,” he said to Mac with the suggestion of a 
whine. “Slump. The wife bitching about this and that 
and then kicking me out flat on my butt” 

“Another drink, Harry?” 

“Sure.” Harry downed another. “Say, it really is good 
having you come around, Lou. You ought to do it more 
often.” 

Lou moved away from Seldon uneasily. “We have to 
get going, Well see you.” 

Harry Seldon did not want them to go. “I got a 
couple of gals available,” he said. “You know, in case 
you come up with a business proposition that needs 
the female touch.” 

"For a price, I suppose” 

"Well, sure. But they aren’t professionals” 

"I know.” > 
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“Keep me in mind.” Harry Seldon shook Mac's hand 
again. "You too, Mac.” 

"Right.” Mac followed Lou Murry out of the place. 
They drove in silence for a while and then Lou said, 
“Poor devil. He really was a hell of a good salesman.” 

I ve seen winos before," said Mac. "What was the 
point of bringing me here to meet him?” 

Pete wanted you to know Seldon, just in case you 
ever got in a tight spot with some client and need a 
girlie." 

"You’re taking a hell of a lot for granted,” said Mac 
angrily. I don’t need to pimp to sell insurance.” 

“Okay. I just wanted you to see what Pete Moore 
did to one of his friends.” 

The guy is on the bottle because drink is what he 
wants.” 

“Harry was like you, hot for the bucks. He never had 
any bad luck, and he never hit a selling slump except 
the one he created for himself. His wife didn’t kick him 
out. He left her—with four little kids that the county 
now supports. Pete pushed him into the big sales by 
teaching him all the tricks. Harry ran into Ellie Martin 
just as Pete did and I did and you did. Only thing , 
Harry was fool enough to fall in love with her. She kept 
playing him along, making him a kind of a pet. And 
then when Ellie thought Eli might be coming too close, 
she kicked old Harry out. 

Harry had already had a couple of rough deals with 
women, and after Ellie booted him out, he didn’t have 
the sense to pul] himself together. Or maybe he didn’t 
give much of a damn by then. He kept right on listening 
to Pete and be kept on using every woman’s bed he 
could find for an application desk. 

’Pretty soon he was in the stud-service racket instead 
of the life insurance business. He drank too much and 
there weren’t any women for him except those who op- 
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erate for the coin of the realm. By then he wasn't a 
World Life agent any more” 

Lou stopped the car in front of the office to let Mac 
out. Mae turned to look at Lon for a long moment. “As 
much as you hate Pete, why don't you get away from 
him?” 

“I want to see him cut his own throat said Lou 
Murry, his voice trembling. “Sink and drown in his own 
filth. I watched his wife go down the drain and Harry 
Seldom too. And this Martin deal could have started 
you in the same direction—maybe it already has. You 
think about Harry Seldon for a while. Then maybe you!! 
want to spit in Pete’s eye/' Lou shut the car door. “Good 
night,” he said, and drove off, 

Mac went up to the office to pick up his briefcase. 
He found Pete inside. “Hi, buddy” Pete was chain¬ 
smoking cigarettes. The usual mountain of insurance 
surveys lay on his desk. There was an aggressive glint 
in his dark eyes. Mac, thinking about Harry Seldon, 
made up his mind he did not want to hang around 
Pete just then. 

“Good day?” asked Pete, glancing up from a rate 
manual. 

“Fair.” 

“I never did get a chance to talk to you about the 
Martin deal,” said Pete, suddenly relaxed. He leaned 
back in his chair. 

Mac looked at him steadily, "T made the sale. You 
liked it. That’s that ” 

"I know it was a tough deal for you, with that big 
fat conscience of yours. And Ellie being the kind of 
woman she is.” 

Mae was surprised at the gravity in Pete's voice. He 
said abruptly, “111 get over it.” 

“You bet you will” said Pete, “You aren't going to 
have time to think about what's in the past. Mac, baby, 
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there’s a spot opening up in the New York office in six 
months and I intend to have that spot. I’m going to 
see that you get this Plains City territory. Then you’ll be 
getting the override on the commissions from the boys 
under you. You ought to make yourself twenty thou¬ 
sand a year from the start. And it goes up from there." 

“What about Lour asked Mac. “He’s the assistant 
manager,” 

The guy just doesn’t have it. There’s no imagination 
in his selling. You’re the one for the job, Mac, but you’re 
going to have to work like hell. I've got so many deals 
coming up now that I can’t cover them all. Well go at 
it as a team, I’ll help you out when you get stuck. We’ll 
get out production figures that’ll make New York sit un 
and take notice.” 

More Martin deals? More Devlin dealsr Mac shook 
his head. “No, thanks." 

“But that’s what I'm trying to tell you. They aren’t 
all like that. I know how you feel. A roll in the hay for 
someone isn’t going to make a sale every time." 

Damn it, Pete, I’ve got a wife I happen to love. I 
want it to stay that way,” 

Sure, sure. That’s why I’m handing you this Will 
Thompson file.” Pete threw a thick sheaf of papers to 


“Will Thompson?” 

“Biggest used-ear dealer in Plains City. He’s taking in 
a partner from San Francisco. Will wants partnership 
insurance. Not term insurance, Mac, but permanent life. 
t0 this ~ he wants to talk to you about it.” 

Wbyr 


"Well, I approached him on the policy, and he was 
lukewarm. But now that I’m lined up with appointments 
for the rest of the week, Will is suddenly hot to buy. 
Rather than delay the survey presentation, I suggested 
that you could go out to talk to him. He bit.” 
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“X don't know him/* said Mac suspiciously* “How does 
he know me?” 

“You should remember him. He was at the country 
club dance. A short fellow, wears glasses, big shoulders, 
gray hair.” 

Mac could remember Willis Thompson only vaguely, 
and could not honestly recall his face, *% might kill 
the sale for you ” 

Pete laughed. “No, you wont. Not if you keep think¬ 
ing about sitting behind this desk one of these days.” 

'"When do I see Thompson?” 

“Tomorrow. Out at his main lot on Division Street. 
Mid-aftemoon would be a good time. He plays golf in 
the morning ” 

“111 work hard on him, Pete ” Mae was not thinking 
about Harry Seldon any more. Pete was giving him a 
chance to make twenty thousand dollars a year* 

It was easier to think about that kind of money than it 
was to brood about a drunken derelict 


7 

THE sports two-seater raced along Division Street and 
then spun in close to Mac, who was standing just outside 
the small office of the used-car lot Willis Thompson 
climbed out* 

“Hello, there. Oh, you Ye the fellow that works with 
Pete Moore.” 

“Marey, Mac Marcy.” 

Thompson waved to one of his salesmen to park the 
sports car. “Lets see. We met out at the country club.” 
“Right” Mac watched Thompson: the way he kept 




74 


STRANGER IN HER BED 

cracking his knuckles, fidgeting with his sun-glasses, a 
compact, broad-shouldered man with energy to spare. 
His thick, slicked-back, gray hair gave him a suave ap¬ 
pearance, but there was a hint of hard honesty about his 
blunt, wind-burned features. 

Do you have some figures? Did Pete tell you what I 
want?” 

“Partnership insurance,” 

"Permanent insurance, though. I guess Pete mentioned 
that, 111 need about two hundred thousand on that new 
partner of mine.” Thompson laughed. “How about this? 
I’m ordering insurance like it was something hard to get.” 

“This partner of yours. Hell want the same amount 
of coverage on you?’ 

He s already taken out a policy on me through his 
broker in San Francisco. Wish I’d have known about it 
sooner. You and Pete could just as well have had the 
whole deal. But the premium is already paid.” 

Mac liked Thompson. The guy had charm and he 
acted twenty years younger than the forty-nine he 
claimed. Tve got the application right here. It will only 

take a few minutes. Ill need your partner’s signature, 
too ” 

Thompson glanced at his watch. "No. I've got to get 
over to my north lot about a deal. Let’s see. When can 
we make it?” 

^Later this afternoon?” Mac’s voice was tight, eager. 

“Hey, how much is this going to cost me?” 

“Sixty-eight hundred a year.” 

“Maybe we ought to forget it.” Thompson grinned at 
the look on Mac's face. 

“How about getting together this evening?” Mac asked. 

Thompson nodded. "Hell, yes. Let’s get it over with. 
The least World Life can do is buy dinner and drinks. 
Lets make it at the Firefly Inn about eight.” Thompson 
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stared at Mac. ‘"And bring along that pretty wile of 
yours. The ladies have to get out once in a while.” 
“Sure.” Edie should enjoy getting out on the town. 


Promptly at eight o'clock, Willis Thompson strolled 
into the Firefly Inn alone, casually dressed in slacks and 
sport shirt, greeting acquaintances on ah sides as he 
made his way to Macs and Edie's table. 

“Good evening.” Thompson had an easy way of be¬ 
coming a good friend in a hurry. He kept his eyes on 
Edie. 

"Where's the wife?” Mac asked. 

Thompson gave him a puzzled look and then laughed. 
“There isn't any. Matrimony is the one long step Tve 
never had the nerve to try. But if I’d met someone as 
beautiful as your wife, Marcy, it might be different ” He 
smiled at Edie, “May I repeat myself, Mrs. Marty? You 
are very beautiful ” 

Edie had had two vodka gimlets and was feeling just 
right. “Thank you.” She liked Thompson immediately, 
and did not seem to notice die way his eyes bored into 
hers, Mac saw the look in Thompsons eyes. Yet how 
could he blame the guy for looking at her? Her white 
off-shoulder evening gown clung enticingly to her and 
the soft sheen of her yellow hair contrasted with her 
sparkling blue eyes. Hell, he felt like kissing her himself, 
right in front of Thompson. 

Thompson signaled for the waiter. “What are we drink* 
ing?” he asked Mac. 

“Gimlets ” 

“Sounds good,” They had two rounds and Mac 
ordered three prime-rib dinners, Thompson took his at¬ 
tention from Edie for a moment, “Now, where’s that 
application? Let's get this contract signed and paid for 
and then we can relax/’ 
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Mac had the pen ready, “We’ll need your partner’s 
signature, too.” 

“I'll see him in the morning and mail the application 
back to you.” Thompson was signing the contract. 

“I can stop by and pick it up." 

Thompson shook his head. “You and Pete Moore. Two 
of a kind. Eager beavers." He handed Mac a check for 
sixty-eight hundred dollars. “Might be just as well if 
you did drop by the office about noon.” His eyes twinkled. 

I ve got a crew of salesmen in the market for a group 
health policy.” 

“You’re better than a gold mine. Will.” 

Thompson glanced significantly toward Edie, running 
his tongue lightly over his lips. “I was going to say that 
about you, he said, in a voice suddenly husky. “May I 
dance with you, Mrs. Marcy? With your permission, of 
course, Mac.” 

Edie stood up. “The name is Edie.” 

“All right, Edie." 

Mac sat listening to the four-piece combo. The evening 
was going fine. Edie was having herself a time, Thomp¬ 
son was enjoying himself and there was Thompson’s big 
check in Macs pocket. Pete Moore could not have done 
a better job of selling, although there really had not been 
any selling involved. It had just been a matter of be¬ 
coming Thompson’s friend. Not even Lou Murry could 
find anything wrong in this evening’s work. 

Edie and Thompson came back to the table and the 
prime ribs were served. A bottle of red wine arrived 
with the meal and the Marcys listened to Thompson tell 
them how his used-car business was growing. 

Edie had a second glass of wine and chatted ani¬ 
matedly with Thompson, telling him about the converti¬ 
ble she hoped they would soon be able to afford as a 
second car. Mac looked at her a bit uneasily because she 
seemed dose to being tipsy. 
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Thompson asked her to dance after they finished the 
meal, and it seemed to Mac that they danced a little too 
close together. He thought about getting Edie aside and 
warning her about it, but someone at a table behind him 
was calling his name. Mac turned and saw Ellie and Eli 
Martin beckoning him. 

Reluctantly he went over to their table, Eli Martin 
shook his hand. “Join us for a drink?” 

“Don’t know if I can handle any more.” 

“Oh, come on" Eli almost pulled him into a chair. 
"What’ll it be?” 

“Well, I've been going on vodka. But maybe a little 
shot of bourbon and water, now.” 

Eli tried to get the waitress’s attention, failed to do so, 
and finally got up and walked over to the bar. 

A bright look came back to Ellie Martin’s eyes as soon 
as she was alone with Mac and she stretched her shoul¬ 
ders, catlike. "You’ve been neglecting me, Mr. Insurance 
Man,” she said softly. She was wearing a green dress 
with a high neck, demure and proper. “I don't like to 
be neglected.” 

Mac was polite. I’m sorry. I’ve had a lot of calls to 
make.” 

“There were some questions I still had about Eli’s 
policy.” 

“Maybe I could answer them now.” 

She smiled. “Why don’t you call at the house?” 

*TD talk to Eli about an appointment.” 

Her fingers dug into his wrist. “No. Not that way.” 

“It’s the only way.” 

“Mac. I think I’m in love with you.” 

“You’re in love with yourself, with your body, and 
with what it can do to a man." 

“That's cruel.” 

Eli was back with the drinks. “Cheers,” he said. They 
drank. 
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Mrs. Martin tells me there are some details of your 
life policy you don't understand," Mac said to Martin. 

No complaints, said Eli. “I never can bring myself to 
go through all that fine print. IT1 take your word that it’s 
a good policy. But, say, just because vou made a sale is 
no need for you to give up helping Ellie with her golf 
game." 

Mac smiled. “Can't loaf all the time* 

Thats what I keep telling her. A man has to work.” 
i( Mac stared directly at Ellie, then looked back at Eli. 
We II play golf again. The three of us.” 

‘‘Fine. Maybe you can help my game, too.” 

Til be glad to try " Mac emptied his glass and shook 
Eli’s hand again. “Goodbye, Mrs. Martin." 

He went back to his table and saw that Edie and 
Thompson bad not returned. He looked for them on 
the dance floor but did not see them. He stopped the 
headwaiter to ask about them. 

“Mr. Thompson and the blond young lady? Yes. They 
went outside. The young lady wanted a breath of fresh 
air." Mae did not like the headwaiter’s smirk. He went 
out into the night, beyond the glow of the Firefly Inn’s 
neon sign and into the darkness of the parking lot. 

Unable to find Edie and Thompson, Mac walked rapid¬ 
ly through the rows of parked cars. He stopped, hearing 
the sound of a woman s protesting sobs coming from a 
sedan directly ahead of him. He ran toward the car and 
pulled open the door. 

Edie and Thompson were inside. Thompson was forc¬ 
ing her down into the rear seat, kissing her mouth, her 
neck, her shoulders, trying to pull the gown away from 
her breasts, tugging at her bra. Edie, crying, was trying 
to push him away. 

Mac wrenched open the rear door of the car. His right 
arm snaked out, his fingers locked on Thompson’s belt 
and he jerked the man bodily from the vehicle. Mac 
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spun him around, slamming him hard against the fender. 

Thompson tried to catch his breath. His hair was 
mussed, bis face smeared with Edie's lipstick, his shirt 
hanging out from his belt. v 

He stared at Mac, first in surprise, and then in anger. 
"What the hell?* 

“You louse. Putting your dirty hands on my wife.” Mac 
moved in to hit him. 

Thompson slid away from the car, stood with feet 
spread, his hands clenched into fists, held chest high. 
"Back off he warned, "or I'll drop you.” 

"Mac!” Mac turned and lifted Edie from the car. She 
clung to him, still crying, 

"It’s all right, baby “ 

"Mac, please take me away from here." 

Thompson was cursing. "Throwing it up to me when 
we're dancing, leaning all over me. What am I supposed 
to think? And then she wants to go outside.” 

Mac pushed him away savagely. “Ill be back to take 
care of you.” 

"Good ” Willis Thompson drew himself up to his full 
height, "111 be he'-e ” 

Mac put Edie into their car and drove home. After a 
while she stopped crying, staring silently ahead into the 
night. She did not talk, not even after they were in the 
house. She was trembling. He held her close. “Are you 
all right?” 

She nodded, biting her lips, blinking back tears. 

“IT1 be back in a little while ” 

"Don't go,” 

He kissed her and went outside, Thompson was at the 
bar when he got back to the Firefly Inn. The car dealer 
stood up unsteadily as he saw Mac, 

"The hero returns,” he sneered, 

"Come on outside ” Mac snapped, 

"Sure” 
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They went outside and walked behind the building. 
Mac stripped off his coat and threw it on the hood of 
a car. “Nobody mauls my wife.” 

Thompson laughed at him. “Im not going to fight 
you, Marcy, I don't have to” 

I ought to get the law after you.* Mac did not hit him 
Suddenly he was bone-tired, sick to his stomach. 

"Don't make me laugh. A deal is a deal. I bought a big 
Me policy and you turned that nice little wife of yours 
loose on me. Part of the bargain. I’ve bought insurance 
from your company before, mister. I went through all 
this with Shirl Moore. Only Pete didn't welsh.* 

"My wife isn't a Shirl Moore. She never will be* 

Thompson snorted. “You and Pete, you're two of a 
kind.” 

“Did Pete put you up to this?” 

“Didn't have to. I know how you guys operate,” 

"You’re lucky you're drunk ” 

Willis Thompson spat in disgust. “I'm through arguing 
with you, I need a drink, and I want my check back. 
And listen, I know a lot of people around Plains City, 
111 see that the word on you gets around. You might 
start having trouble making contracts.” 

Mac stood very still. Thompson would do some talking 
—he was a good talker. He would start with Pete and 
keep on going. Mac was not going to hit Thompson, not 
ever. He wished that be had never heard of Thompson. 

“Well get a drink,” Mac said. 

“Don't do me any favors ” 

“Get into my car.” 

"What forr 

“Get in. You wanted a drink ” 

"Not with you. All I want is my check back ” 

“Let's talk this over, first,” 

Mac got him inside, ordered drinks. “Okay ” he finally 
said to Thompson. “We both made a mistake, and I got 
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a little hot about it. I can forget the whole thing. Write 
it off as a misunderstanding." 

Thompson was bleary-eyed. “That doesn’t get you off 
the hook with me." As he rambled on, Mac went looking 
through the crowd at Sal’s for Harry Seldon. He found 
him at a back table. 

“Hello, Harry.” 

“Mac.” Seldon shook his hand. 

“I need a woman," said Mac bluntly. “A good-looking 
one. 

Seldon had a shocked expression on his face. "I don't 
sell gals,” he said, looking around nervously. *1 wish 
you wouldn't come here talking so loud. Cops come in 
here, you know," 

“All right. Introduce me to a gal” 

“That's better. A long introduction? All night?” 

Mac nodded wearily. ”1 guess so/' 

"Hundred dollars?" 

Tm good for it/' 

Harry Seldon shook his head. “No credit/' 

"Tete will back me up.” 

Harry thought about it. “For Pete, I'll do it.” 

“Where is she?” 

“Not here.” Harry's eyes were moving over the room 
again. "There's a side road about a mile north of here. 
Turn right. Maple Avenue, Third house on the left, bun¬ 
galow. Back from the road.” 

Mac nodded and walked back to Thompson. “Let's go.” 

Thompson stared at him somewhat sobered, 'I'm ask¬ 
ing you for that check for the last time * 

Mac looked disgustedly at his own reflection in the 
backbar mirror. He felt like throwing the check at 
Thompson and knocking him flat. But he did not, 

"One more stop. Then I'll get you back to your car.” 

Thompson finally went along, cursing Mao. They 
turned off on Maple Avenue and got out of the car at 
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the bungalow, Mac knocked. The door opened and a girl 
of twenty-five or so peered out at him. In the glow of 
the light from inside he could see that she was chubby 
but smartly dressed. She looked sleepy, until Mac realized 
that actually her eyes were squint©! in suspicion, 

"Harry Seldon sent me * 

*1 don't know any Harry Seldon ” She started to close 
the door and the phone rang. She turned away, went to 
the phone, and came back in a moment, smiling at him, 
"Come in ” 

“I have a friend * 

“Well, Harry didn't say anything about two men when 
he was on the phone," 

“Do you want me to call him?” Mac asked, 

"I guess not.* 

Mac walked back to the car, 'There’s a young lady 
inside who wants to see you,” he told Thompson, not 
very proud of himself. Thompson went into the house 
with him. 

The girl looked at them quizzically, shut and bolted 
the door, "My names Lola,” She was pretty, but there 
were harsh lines about the corners of her mouth. The 
smile on her lips was a practiced one. 

"Call me Will,” said Thompson, helping himself to the 
scotch that Lola had set out on the end table, "This one 
is Mac.” 

Lola looked at them in a puzzled way, 

Mac said, “I'll be going. Don't bother with a drink for 
me” 

“Oh, no,” said Thompson firmly. 

Lola understood the tone in Thompson's voice and sat 
on his lap. Thompson discovered that all she was wearing 
was the dress. Pretty soon she was sitting there nude. 

Thompson winked at Mac. "Maybe I had you all 
wrong, pal.” 

Again Mac tried to leave, but Thompson would not 
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allow it. He made love to Lola on the couch in front 
of Mac. Mac sat with his head in his hands, wondering 
what in hell had brought him to this. 

Thompson was drinking again, fondling Lola’s over¬ 
sized breasts. He glanced at Mac wickedly and asked 
Lola if she had a friend. Lola giggled, There were two 
hurried phone calls. In a half-hour there came a knock 
at the back door. 

The second girl was older than Lola, also dark-haired 
but not as pretty. She had been drinking. Lola whispered 
in her ear and the newcomer disrobed, scattering ha 
clothing about the room. 

She posed nude, hands on hips, chest stuck out. Do 
you like what you see about Katie?” 

Thompson whistled and Lola laughed. Mac grimly 
fixed and downed a drink. He stood up. “Will will take 
care of you, too.” 

Thompson pushed Mac back into the chair. Listen, 
Marcy. Tm just beginning to like yon again. Now you 
don’t want to spoil everything, do you?” 

Mac saw the room in a haze—the cigarette smoke, the 
smell of scotch, the faint sounds of the record player 
Lola had turned on, the naked bodies of the two women, 
the half-clad figure of Thompson. He heard the threat 
in Thompson’s voice and thought of Pete Moore, of 
twenty thousand dollars a year, and he thought of Edie, 
frightened and weeping. 

“Go to hell,” he said to Thompson and tried to stand. 

Thompson took it as a joke. He held Mac. The two 
women helped him, tearing at Mac s clothes, stripping 
him. Katie came at him like a tigress. He tried to fight 
her off, but Thompson and Lola were holding him. It 
seemed a dream as she took him—there was no resisting 
her. Later, he drank to forget, tried to give Thompson’s 
check back to him. Thompson refused the check and 
threw his arms around him, calling him the best friend 
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he ever had. When the bottle of scotch disappeared, Lola 
produced another. 

Someone was pushing him out a door and he half- 
stumbled down some steps. He blinked his eyes opeu, 
discovered be was fully clad. 

“What happened?* 

Will Thompson was helping him to the car, glancing 
up at the first streaks of dawn in the sky. 'Ton passed 
out* 

Somehow they made it to the Firefly Inn to pick up 
Thompson's car, Thompson reassured Mac that they were 
friends and apologized for having the wrong idea about 
Edie. Mac accepted his apology, Thompson got into his 
own car and cautiously drove away. Mac hung his head 
out the side window as he drove along, trying to clear 
the fuzziness from his brain. He staggered as he went 
to the house from the car. 

The door slammed hard behind him, Edie was sud¬ 
denly in the room, worry on her face. Then, as she saw 
his condition, an emptiness came into her eyes. He had 
thrown the check from Thompson onto the table, For a 
moment he thought of trying to slip it back into his 
pocket, but Edie had already seen it. 

He tried to speak, but he could not and the emptiness 
in her eyes grew endless. 


a 

WILLIS THOMPSON was true to his word. There was 
Interest among his salesmen for a group health policy. 
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which Mac sold, with Thompson s help. And there were 
other leads and prospects that Thompson passed on to 
Mac. The sales' were good ones—large pohcies, without 
the frills of partying or Pete's brand of window-dressing- 

Mac side-stepped Thompson's suggestion that they 
pay a return visit to the girls on Maple Avenue. Harry 
Seldon wisely made it known to Thompson that Lola 
and Katie had moved from Plains City to the East. 
Soon the car dealer ceased bothering Mac about going 
out on the town—Thompson s enlarged business activity 
took up much of his previously free time. 

Subsequently, Harry Seldon privately advised Mac 
that Lola and Katie were still available as escorts, but 
he did not want the information passed on to the general 
public. Harry prevailed upon Mac to arrange for a test 
so that he could again sell insurance by the code, actually 
staying away from Sal's roadhouse. 

On the day before the test was to be given to him, 
Harry dropped into Sal's for a drink to steady his 
nerves. Lola happened to be there. They had a drink 
and then another. Harry did not show up to take the 
insurance test. 

At home, Mac told Edie that Thompson had been very 
drunk when he had tried to manhandle her, and that the 
car dealer had apologized for his behavior. Sarcastically, 
Edie congratulated him on making his sale to Thompson 
stick. They quarreled and Mac began sleeping in the 
spare bedroom. Pete Moore took Edie and Mac out 
to dinner as an extra reward for Macs booming sales 
work. 

It was Pete, characteristically, who sensed the friction 
between them. He had a long talk with Edie and suc¬ 
ceeded in convincing her that Mac was working over¬ 
time only for his adored wife. Mac moved back into the 
master bedroom, but he was too busy to notice the quiet 
moods that often came on Edie and too busy to realize 
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that the open admiration for him that used to light up 
her eyes no longer existed. Pete kept pushing him, 
working him almost every evening. 

In an unexpected move, he promoted Mac to assistant 
manager of the Plains City territory and relieved Lou 
Murry of die title. 

Mac talked to Lou about it “I told Pete I didn’t want 
your job.’’ 

Forget it. Pete isn t being personal. He goes by sales. 
And I’m not in your league any more." 

“I've been running in luck." 

"Sure.” Lou Murry stared at him, contempt in his eyes. 
“Harry Seldon tells me he’s been helping you with your 
luck.” 

Lous tone stung Mac. “Quit being so damned pious. 
Hell, you introduced me to Seldon.” 

"So I gave you a helping hand," taunted Lou. “Now 
you can give me an A on my report card.” 

If youd quit bitching and concentrate on selling, 
you’d be a lot better off," Mac said darkly. “Maybe you'd 
still have your assistant manager title." 

“Just stay away from me, Marcy,” said Lou, his voice 
trembling. “The same way Pete does.” 

The two men stared at each other in the silent room, 
and it was Mac who looked away first. “I wish we could 
stay friends, Lou." 

Lou was having none of it. “You’ve got Pete Moore 
for a friend. He 11 take good care of you—and your wife 
-while you’re working night and day to help fill his 
pocketbook.” 

“Why, you damned back-biter," Mac exploded. “I 
know Pete’s been taking Edie around to ball games and 
out to the country club. Shirl Moore’s been with them, 
too. She and Pete have been helping her get acquainted 
in Plains City. 1 just don’t have the time. The fact is, 
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Murry, Pete's done a lot to get Edie and me straightened 
out” 

Lou Murry shook his head. “You poor sap” 

Mac pressed his hands down flat on the desk to keep 
them from trembling. “I don't think I want your friend¬ 
ship, Murry, If I could, I'd fire you right out of this 
company.” 

“You aren't that big a man” snapped Lou, “And you 
never will be. You re getting smaller all the time * He 
slammed the door as he went out. 

Mac had an appointment at seven in the evening. He 
called on a prospect and went through the survey he 
had prepared, but there was a lack of drive to his 
presentation. He found his attention wandering, his 
answers to the prospect's questions unconvincing. The 
man was not impressed and put Mac off by asking him 
to call back. Mac drew a line through the prospect's 
name as he got back into his car. 

He begged off his second interview, set for nine 
o'clock, by phoning the man and deferring it. Suddenly 
Mac felt he had to see Edie, had to be with her. She 
was all that counted. 

Edie looked up in surprise as Mac came into the 
house. She was in her pajamas, watching television. Her 
hair was done up in bobby pins. Beauty cream covered 
her face in a thick, white mask. He went to her and 
kissed her. 

“Mac, You'll get cream all over—” 

“I don't care. I—” 

“Whats the matter?” 

He sat beside her on the couch, “I wanted to kiss 
my wife, to be close to her.” 

She looked at him fondly. Tm glad.” 

Yet he did not feel as he should—something was miss¬ 
ing, something that once had been between them when 
they were together, “It isn't right the way Fve been neg- 
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lecttng you. Fve been out late nearly every night.” 

Tm about resigned to it, with you and Pete lectur¬ 
ing me about the nature of the insurance business. May¬ 
be I ve grown up. Maybe I realize that your business 
here in Plains City just has to be different than it was 
in Farview * 

He longed for the warmth that had once been between 
them. “It doesn't have to be that different. I still want 
time with my wife.” But his words sounded flat. 

*You*re sweet.” Edie’s voice was lifeless, too. ""But 
really, IVe been happier the last month or two than any 
time since weVe been in Plains City.” 

“You Ve been listening to Pete?” 

"Yes.” 

"And now you like and trust him?” 

Her eyes widened. "But that's what you wanted, Mac. 
Hes been kind and considerate. Quite different from 
the impression I had of him when we first came to 
Plains City. Now he seems like the genuine friend you 
always said he was.” 

Almost too good a friend, the way hes been around 
you so much of late.” 

Edie laughed and, despite his mood, Mae found the 
sound wholesome, good. “Youre the one who en¬ 
couraged Shirl and Pete to get me out of this house 
and meet some people. I do believe you’re making 
sounds like a jealous husband.” 

"Well—” He felt foolish. 

Oh, Mac. Shirl is along most of the time and when 
she isn t, Pete has never been anything but friendly. You 
two are so close I almost feel like his sister ” 

“Honey, from here on, things are going to be dif¬ 
ferent, I promise. Tm going to lay off chasing that pot 
of gold every waking hour. I want to be my wife's 
friend, again. I want to be her husband.” As he talked 
he unbuttoned her pajama top, slipped it from her shoul- 
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ders and held her warm body close to him. He slid the 
bottom of the garment free of her legs. “Please take 
those crazy pins out of your hair and wipe off your 
face?” 

She kissed him a long time, and he knew that Lou 
Murry was wrong. Edie was still his wife, her heart 
filled with all the love that she had ever had for him. 

"Go,” he whispered and she padded across the room 
to the bathroom. The phone rang as the door closed 
behind her. It was Pete, A client of Mac s had called 
him about an additional policy, and Pete wanted Mac to 
see him, 

Mac tried to stall him off but an ominous note crept 
into Pete's voice, then. The deal had to be worked out 
instantly, Mac hung up and reached for his briefcase, 

Edie came out of the bathroom. 

“I have to go,” Mae said. "Business. Pete just called” 

"I know ” She had not removed the hairpins or the 
face cream. She went back to the couch and slipped 
again into her pajamas. And Mac stepped outside feel¬ 
ing like hell. 

As things developed, Pete did not need him at all, 
Pete did all the talking and closed the sale. Yet the 
client was impressed by having two agents call on him 
at such a late hour, and the commission would be an 
even split, Edie was asleep when Mac got back to the 
house and he did not awaken her* Mac promised him¬ 
self he would spend tomorrow evening with her. 

In the morning he was assigned to work with a new 
agent in the office and the new man had diligently set 
up appointments that ran well into the night, Mac 
phoned Edie to meet him downtown to have lunch 
with him. When he told her that he would be working 
late, she seemed agreeable. There was a weekend com¬ 
ing up and, although on Saturday Mac was scheduled 
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to attend a special meeting for assistant managers in 
San Francisco, Sunday would most certainly be theirs. 

The San Francisco meeting was happily brief, chiefly 
concerned with lectures on the theory of handling men, 
making good agents out of them, and taking the work 
load off the district managers. Still, with the heavy 
traffic on the freeway back to Plains City, it was seven 
in the evening when Mac pulled into his driveway. 

He found the front door locked, the house deserted 
and a note from Edie on the kitchen table: 


Out with Shirl and Pete Moore. 

Love, 

Edie. 

* 

Mac crumpled up the note and threw it into the 
wastebasket. He had told Edie he would be back by 
five. It was after seven. He could not blame her for 
planning an evening with friends. 

Mac mixed himself a scotch and soda, took off his 
coat, shirt and tie, kicked off his shoes and switched 
on the stereo set. He lay relaxed on the couch, sipping his 
drink, listening to the music. He dropped off to sleep. 
Some time later he heard a vague ringing. * 

He sat up in the darkened room, turned on a light. 
The clock on the television set indicated a few minutes 
before ten. He realized someone was ringing the door 
bell. 

His caller was Shirley Moore, "May I come in?" 

“Sure, I dozed off" 

I saw die car, so I knew you were probably home,” 
Shirley wore black slacks, a black-and-white striped 
blouse and comfortable loafers. Her dark, short-cropped 
hair was neatly combed, and she had on little make-up. 
Her face looked tired and she seemed nervous. 
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“Make yourself comfortable.” 

Shirley sat down in an overstuffed chair opposite the 
couch. “I didn’t mean to wake you up.” 

“It's all right.” Mac was wide awake now, inhaling 
deeply on his cigarette. “I thought you and Pete took 

Edie out." _ 

“Pete said he had to work tonight,” she told him in 

a low voice. 

“I’ll be damned " Mac said. “And then he takes Edie 
out." 

"I shouldn’t have stopped here" 

“I'm glad you did ” said Mac. "At least I know that I 
have to straighten out that old man of yours.” He 
reached for his unfinished scotch and soda. The drink 
was warm now, but he gulped it down anyway. He got 
up, motioning with the glass. “Want one?” 

Shirley’s hands nervously rubbed the arms of the 
chair. “I don’t know. I’m trying to stop drinking. It’s 
been two days, now.” 

“Have one for old time's sake. One drink won’t 
hurt" 

She smiled. ‘Well, with you, okay.” Mac went into 
the kitchen, came back in a moment with two filled 
tumblers. “Since we’re both suffering from desertion, I 
made them stout.” 

Shirley held her glass with both hands, drank thirstily. 
“I needed that," she murmured. Mac emptied his glass, 
took hers and came back with two more. 

“I shouldn’t," Shirley protested, holding the glass as 
Mac stared moodily at the floor, she added: “Pete’s 
taking Edie from you, isn’t he?” Her voice slurred 
slightly. “I warned you the first night you came back 
here. Remember?” 

“He isn’t getting Edie” Mac snapped grimly. Til 
break his neck.” 

“I almost wish someone would, I came here, Mao-to 
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talk to someone who still hangs on to a sense of values. 
Someone Pete hasn’t wholly spoiled ” Shirley went into 
the kitchen, and came back with another drink. She sat 
on the conch beside him. “Maybe some of whatever 
decency you have left will mb off on me. I could sure 
use it* 

“There may not be much left * Mac said bitterly, TVe 
sold out to Pete. But if I lose Edie—” His fists clenched. 

“Don t let him sweet-talk you, Mac. Hell try to. Look 
at what he's done to me and Im still married to him. 
He keeps telling me that he'll change and I keep be¬ 
lieving him.” Shirley was close to tears. “I wish 1 had 
the nerve to IdE myself.” 

“Hey, that’s no way to talk.” Mao took the glass she 
had again emptied into the kitchen and reappeared 
with a bottle of scotch, soda and an ice tray. He mixed 
double shots. ‘Tou're pretty and you're young. Get rid 
of Pete. Your whole life is ahead of you.” 

Do you really think I’m pretty?” Shirley's dark eyes 
were hopeful 

*T always have” 

She kissed him abruptly, holding him about the neck, 
and for a moment he resisted her. Then he let the 
warmth of her lips flow through him and he kissed her 
in return. She sat back, her eyes dreamy. 

“I liked that,” 

Mac found himself trembling. “Time for you to 
leave,” he said unsteadily. She nodded vaguely and 
stood up, a hurt look on her face. 

“I don't blame you for not liking me,” she said. “Lately, 
I don't like myself very much.” 

Damn it, Shirl, I like you—as a friend. Can't you 
understand?” 

“All right, friend. Ill go quietly.” She looked down 
at him, half-sprawled on the couch. “Shall I turn out the 
lights so you can finish your sleep?” 
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“Fine* He wished she would hurry* He was still feel¬ 
ing the warmth of her lips, and the softness of her hody. 

"'Good night, Mac ” 

She snapped off the lamp and closed the door behind 
her, Mac heard her drive away and he lay back on the 
couch staring into the darkness* Finally he dozed* In 
his sleep he thought he heard a car drive tip again 
behind the house, to the rear door. Next came a faint 
noise from the kitchen—a door swung open, Mac opened 
his eyes* He caught a faint scent of perfume in die dark¬ 
ness, heard a rustling sound of clothing being dropped 
to the floor and the quick pad of bare feet. 

Then Shirley was on him—naked, her flesh soft and 
warm, her arms desperate, her mouth hungrily seeking 
his. “I eoiildn t leave” she moaned, Mac could not fight 
her, even if he would. He seized the full, ripe breasts 
thrust upon him and let the scent of her hair sweep over 
him* Her fingers were busy, freeing his trousers, and 
then his hands gripped the fleshy, quivering buttocks. 
The avalanche that had built in him was unleashed. 


In the quiet room she lay close to him and gently 
kissed his cheek. "T should say that Tm sorry,” she 
whispered, “but Tm not/' 

“I didn’t think you would be.” Mac's voice sounded 
a mile away. 

She stood up and he could hear the small sounds 
of her dressing* He was grateful for the wall of darkness 
between them. He could hear her footsteps as she went 
back through the kitchen, Then the door closed and the 
car motor roared as she drove away. 

He hated Shirley and he hated Fete Moore for what 
he had made of Shirley—most of all, he hated himself. 
He went out to the back yard to breathe in the cool 
night air. He paced across the lawn, around the side 
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of the house. He froze as he saw Pete Moore's Cadillac 
pull up at the curb. 

Pete helped Edie from the car, walked dose beside 
her up the walk, oblivious to Mac in the shadows at the 
side of the house. Pete said something, and Edie 
laughed, a soft, warm sound. Pete took Edie in his arms, 
kissed her and she made no movement to draw away. 
Mac wanted to leap out of his concealment and con¬ 
front them both, but he could not make his legs move. 
He stood scarcely breathing, and after a while Pete went 
back to the Cadillac and drove away. Edie went into the 
house, turned on the lights. 

Mac went to sit in his car in the driveway, until the 
house was dark again. He neither wanted to see Edie 
nor talk to her—neither would do any good to the sick¬ 
ness in his soul. 

He backed out of the driveway and drove into Plains 
City where he found a nondescript bar called Mitch’s 
and helped close it. Whiskey was no help—he was both 
drunk and sober at the same time. He kept alternately 
trying to tell himself that he was not losing Edie to 
Pete and cursing Pete because he knew he was losing her. 

Later Mac found himself driving to Pete’s house for 
a showdown. The place appeared deserted, with Pete’s 
Cadillac nowhere in sight. Nevertheless, Mac pulled 
into Pete’s driveway. He walked up to the front door, 
stared at it and then went to the garage. Shirley’s car 
was inside. 

Back at the front door he turned the knob and stepped 
into the deeper darkness of the house. In the living room 
he paused to orient himself, and then moved quietly 
toward the bedroom at the rear. From two of the bed¬ 
rooms there was only silence, but from the master 
bedroom at the end of the hall he could hear steady, 
rhythmic breathing. 

He went into the room slowly, quietly. In the gloom 
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he recognized the figure of Shirley stretched out on the 
bed. He watched her and began disrobing. Naked, he 
slid in beside her. 

He kissed her. She stirred, half sat up* 

“Mac—” she whispered. Her arms reached eagerly for 
him, the sleep gone from her. ‘Tm glad you re here.” 

“Where’s Peter he asked. He wanted Pete to know 
about tins. 

“Don’t worry, darling* He won’t bother us* He has a 
redhead, at his home away from home. When he isn’t 
with Edie, that is.” 

Her words sobered him for an instant and he almost 
turned away, but she was in his arms, soft and warm, her 
lips on his, her tongue darting, teasing, coaxing. In fury 
he seized her, telling himself that this was his revenge 
on Pete. But it was not enough, and when the early 
morning light seeped into the room, he looked at Shirley 
sleeping, her face puffy and lined and dissipated, he 
knew it had not been revenge at all. 

He had sold out and Pete, after all, was the winner. 


9 

“WHAT is this?” Pete Moore looked at the letter Mac 
had placed on his desk. Pete’s face held surprise and 
anger. He glanced up at Mac. “Is this a joke of some 
kind?” 

Tm quitting,” Mac said. He was enjoying Pete’s dis¬ 
comfort. “As the letter says, I want a transfer out of this 
territory” 

“Balls,” Pete snorted. “You’re worse than a kid, Mac* 
Do I have to wet-nurse you?” 
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“You’ve done enough," Mac said, dragging sourly on 
a cigarette* He slumped in his chair. He felt rough* He 
had not slept after leaving Shirley* Edie was not speak¬ 
ing to him* He wanted to mop up the office with Pete 
Moore, 

Fete appraised him with a long look and decided that 
the transfer request was on the level He leaned back in 
his chair, “Mac, pal," he said, wheedling, Tm the chap¬ 
lain around here. Tell me your problem. Well work it 
out," 

“Just see that Tm transferred back to Farview, The 
sooner the better," 

Pete stared at him, now thoroughly angry, “Hell. At 
least we can talk about this big, earth-shaking problem, 
can't we?" 

Mae shook his head* He was already feeling better for 
laying it on the line with Pete* This was something he 
should have done weeks before* 

“Money?" Pete prodded, “You're not making enough?" 

That s it, Pete. I m not making enough money for what 
Tm going through," 

“A lot of sense that makes, Farview is still starvation 
row. What do you expect to gain by going back there?” 

"My wife, for one thing,” Mac said, “My self-respect, 
for another ” 

Edie? What's the matter with her? Homesick?” 

“You know damned well what's going on. Or rather, 
what you're trying to get started, just one thing, Pete- 
keep your hands off her the rest of the time we're in 
town,” 

Pete looked hurt, “That's a hell of a thing to say to a 
friend,” 

"You re no friend. You're a bastard—dressed in a two- 
hundred-dollar suit*” 

Petes face reddened, but he did not move, TU take 
that from you because I still am your friend and be- 
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cause I can see the whole picture that you’re too mule- 
headed to see. Sure, I’ve been around Edie a lot. So has 
Shirley.” 

“Save it" Mac snapped. 

“Well, Edie’s off your back now. You go out and you 
produce, and she isn't complaining. Know why? Because 
good old Pete is keeping her amused while you're raking 
in the dollars. My time is valuable, too. And there are a 
lot better-looking women than Edie that I could check 
out, if you want to know it. Buddy, you ought to be 
thanking me.” 

"Were quits," said Mac. “It's in writing.” 

“I'm running this office,” said Pete. “I don’t have to 
transfer you;* 

“You see to it, Pete. Or Ill visit the boys in San Fran¬ 
cisco. I'll pull the rug out from under you.” 

Pete’s lips trembled. “I can fire you in a hurry for that 
kind of talk* 

Mac started for the door, “That s fine with me, I can 
hook on with Ed Garrett up in Far view. 

Fete rose and blocked his way. 

‘'Look, Mac. We've been friends too long to end up 
like those years in the orphanage. And tine money s com¬ 
ing in now. Were working well together. Cant you see 
that?* Fete shuffled through the papers on his desk, 
“Look. Here's your check for the last month ” He handed 
it over, <r fwenty-five hundred dollars,* 

“Blood money." Mac was thinking of the past night, 
wondering how long before Edie and he would redis¬ 
cover their old love again, 

“Take a few days off, Mac. Relax. Think about how 
high is up. You and Edie get your batteries charged. 
Make with the romance. Run up to San Francisco, up to 
Lake Tahoe," Fete was smiling, relaxed, confident, “May¬ 
be Edie wants a kid. Fix her up, pal. A family makes a 
man want to work hard." 
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Mac stared at him. “You work every angle, don't you?” 
he said, folding the check and putting it away. “Get out 
of my way.” He started to push Pete. 

All right, then,” Pete said. “I’m going to give it to you 
straight, Mae. You’re gutless. Sure, you wouldn’t mind 
taking a swing at me. That would be easy. But when 
you’ve got a tough nut to crack, you cry and moan all 
over the place. You want money and you want big sales 
but you don’t measure up to the job. An old guy has hot 
pants and needs a broad—you think he’s in another world, 
outside salesmanship. But he isn’t. His wants are a part 
of life and satisfying a customer is part of this business 
or any other. People are human. They aren’t perfect— 
not even you." 

Mac shoved Pete aside and opened the door. 

“I’ll get you transferred,” Pete said. "The company 
has some special forms. You might as well sign them 
now.” Mac came back into the office, looked at the forms 
and signed them. It’ll take a couple of weeks to hire a 
replacement for you,” Pete continued, “I want you to 
keep on working.” 

Mac nodded at him. “No tricks, no gimmicks—and no 
women in need of a hot agent. That's how I'll work.” 

Pete nodded resignedly. “I've got one account I want 
you to try. It’s a natural. A million-dollar setup.” 

“Ill leave that one for you,” Mac said coldly. 

Don t think I haven’t tried it. The guy just shrugs me 
off. Pete smiled ruefully. “Maybe he knows me too well. 
But you, with that conscience of yours, might be differ¬ 
ent. These last two weeks, Mac, could put a lot of money 
in your pocket." 

Mac wanted to get out of the room, but found that his 
anger was fading. He felt sorry for Pete and the way 
he scrambled after the buck. 

‘Torget it,” Mac said. 

‘Look at it this way, Pete replied. “You work the ac¬ 
count and miss it, and you haven’t lost a thing. You’ll 
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still be getting out of here. On the other hand, if you can 

dose the deal, HI be gone." 

Mac looked at him in silent disgust. Pete, always the 


Til be in New York, lucked upstairs,” Pete continued. 
“And you'll have my job, to run any way you see fit. 

Mac told himself to get out of the office, to get tar 
away from Pete, Instead, he asked, “The account is that 
big? You'll get a boost out of it?” 

“Without question. Interested?” 

“I’m listening.” 

“Remember the Hub Variety Store from when we 


were kids?” , 

Mac nodded. “A young guy ran the place, a guy with 

real sharp eyes. No kid ever swiped anything out of his 

Pete laughed at that. “Hubert Michaels. And hes 
stayed sharp. He owns the big chain of Hub Variety 
Stores-a nation-wide operation with over a hundred out¬ 
lets. He’s going to buy key-man insurance on each in¬ 
dividual store manager because some of the other chains 
are doing it. It’s a good way of offsetting the cost of 
training people in case of loss of key personnel. And if 
there aren't any deaths, management will get all the 
premiums back in the cash value on the policies. 

“That would be a real sale," Mac admitted. 

"And get this. Michaels is opening up new stores 
every month. Were talking about a first-year commission 
of fifty thousand dollars, even after it’s graduated down.” 

“A man like that wouldn’t be easy to set up for an 
appointment.” 

“You can make your own chance and make a good 

one, too.” > 

Mac looked at Pete suspiciously. “How’s thatr 
“The guy started in business in Plains City, and he’s 
got a soft spot in his heart for our little town. He spends 
his time running all over the country, living in several 
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places he owns here and in the East and in the South. 
But he usually spends the fall right back here in town! 
He’s a golf nut and likes to mix with athletes. So he spon¬ 
sors a tournament here, The Valley Open. It’s coming 
up pretty soon and Michaels will be in town for it—you 
can bet your bottom dollar on that. All you have to do 
is sharpen up your game, You can play golf well enough 
to enter this tournament” 

, “Anybody can enter, but winning is something else. 
I’m not that good," 

Pete shook his head. “Damn-look, all you have to do is 
get on the stick and make a splash. Get Michael’s atten- 
tion* Get that opening/' 

Despite himself, Mac grinned. “This kind of angle, I 
like.” 

Pete beamed, "Deal?” 

“The last deal, Pete " said Mac. “I mean it. One of us 
is leaving.” 

I hope it’s me,” said Pete, waving him away. “Get 
out of here. Start practicing.” Then he stuck out his h?md 
For a moment Mac found himself almost liking Pete 
again. He shook Pete's hand, but be knew there would 
be no changing Pete Moore. Mac went out of the office, 
feeling free of Pete at last. He wanted to stay that way. 

He went straight home, called out, “Edie,” as he 
stepped inside. The house was quiet, ominously quiet 
and as he went into the kitchen he saw the open bottle 
of ^scotch on the table, the half-full glass beside it. 

‘Edie, he called again, looking out the window into 
die back yard. He heard the sound of running water 
from the bathroom, went quickly in that direction. Edie 
was in the bedroom, slipping into a pair of white shorts. 
She covered her breasts with a blue halter, then stood in 
her bare feet, small and blond, staring at him as dis¬ 
consolately as he had ever seen her. 

"You gave me a scare,” Mac said. 



STRANGER IN HER BED 


101 


“The house was so quiet. It didn’t seem natural. 

She walked past him stiffly. “Were you hoping that 
I’d cut my throat or slashed my wrists?” 

“Don’t say things like that, honey.” He followed her 
into the kitchen. "Who’s the booze for?” 

“Me” she said, not looking at him. "I wanted to sit 
down and drink. I wanted to get stinking drunk, But 
I couldn’t. It seems I don’t like to drink alone.” 

He went up behind her and put his arms about her 
waist. “Behaving like this isn’t your style.” 

She stood stiffly. “My husband staying away from home 
all night makes me think that I don’t have style of any 


“All right,” he said, gently turning her to face him. 
“We’ve got things to talk about.” 

“I don’t want to talk. It doesn’t mean anything when 
we talk. Not any more.” She tried to move away, but he 
held her tightly. 

Tve got a right to feel hurt, too” Mac said softly. “I 
saw you with Pete last night. I saw you kissing him* 

She stared at him silently and her lips began to quiver* 
Tears shone in her eyes. “Oh, Mac.” She buried her head 
against his chest. “I didn’t want to kiss Pete. It iso t what 
you think* It was something that just happened. He’s 
been so nice ” 

“I know/ Mac said without bitterness. “Good old 
Pete” 

“I felt so ashamed* Pete sensed it. He laughed and 
made a joke of it* He was embarrassed*" 

“Nothing embarrasses that guy, honey.” 

“I was going to tell you about it* But you didn't come 
home/' She looked up at him, “I guess I don’t blame you 
for staying away” 

“I'm not exactly proud of myself for last night's work. 
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Mac said. Remembering Shirley Moore made him feel 
rotten, 

“Mac/' said Edie timidly, “I want os to be like we 
were when we first came here. What are we going to 


dor 


Mac tilted op her chin, “First of all, Tm going to kiss 
you. Like this ” Her lips were stiff and taut against 
his—and then they were relaxed and seeking, “Then Tm 
going to tell yon that Tm not working with Pete any 
more” 

She stepped back and looked at him with wonder in 
her eyes, “Don't make a joke like that. Not now” 

“No joke, Oh s I'll have to stay around until Pete hires a 
replacement,” 

“Where are we going?” 

“Maybe back to Farview, Maybe not” He told her 
about the Hub Michaels account 

“It sounds awfully important" she said, 

“It is ” He grinned happily, “Just think of the long, 
hard hours I'll be spending on the golf course,” 

She came to him with laughing eyes, “There's going to 
be a delay in your plans, Mr, Marcy ” The way she kissed 
him and dung to him, Mac knew that it would be to¬ 
morrow before he got around to the job of prospecting 
Hub Michaels. 



MAC placed tenth in the pre-tourney play-off at the 
country dub, and his name was drawn from the dozen top 
local golfers as one of Hub Michaels' foursome in the 
Valley Open, Rob Maston, the country-club pro* was a 
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close friend of Pete Moore’s and Pete had earlier told 
Mac not to worry about the drawing. There would only 
be Mac’s name and two others when Rob made the 
drawing. Pete produced a canceled check in the amount 
of five hundred dollars payable to Rob Maston to back 
up his statement. 

"You’re a louse, Pete,” Mac said in disgust. “I ought to 
withdraw from the tournament, 

“You aren’t even going to think about such a foolish 
thing,” Pete said confidently. 

“Just watch me.” 

Pete grinned. “Shirl and I had a little argument a few 
days ago. She took a little courage from a bottle before¬ 
hand, though. It makes her think she’s sharp. She said 
that she was getting even with me. Seems she had a 
visitor who stayed with her one night when I happened 
to be gone." Pete shook his head with mock-severity, 
"Wonder if I ought to tell Edie about Shirt's visitor? 
I could go into great detail. Shirl did do quite a little 
talking.” 

“Maybe I’ve already told Edie.” 

“I don’t think so,” said Pete. “Even if you have, I’m 
the offended husband. The situation could become sticky 
if I consulted my attorney.” 

“All right," Mac said savagely. "I’ll play in your damned 
tournament. Just stay away from me.” 

“Sure. And don’t let that brooding conscience of yours 
start working overtime. All we’ve done is to take one 
step nearer a million-dollar account.” 


The first day of the tournament was sunny and cloud¬ 
less, with a gentle breeze blowing from the northwest 
Edie was in the gallery, and Mac caught sight of Shirl 
Moore. Shirley was alone, a slack look about her face 
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that meant she had been drinking. She waved to him too 
enthusiastically, he thought. 

Howard Garfield, the real estate man, was in the four¬ 
some, and the other man was Tom Clark, the leading 
architect in town. Hub Michaels, tire last one to come 
from the clubhouse, took his time walking up to the tee. 
Michaels was a tall slim man in his midforties. The deep 
tan on his face and arms gave him a rugged, outdoor 
look. 

He talked and joked with the gallery as he came from 
the clubhouse, seemingly an easy man to know. He 
smiled, laughed a lot, and Mac, relaxed, shook hands 
with him after Garfield and Clark. But when Mac saw 
Michaels’ eyes up close, he realized they did not match 
the man’s smile. They were an unreadable black, both 
watchful and appraising. 

Mac was second behind Hub Michaels to tee off. He 
hit a long drive down the middle of the fairway, slightly 
longer than Michaels’. The chain-store owner stared at 
him, an odd smile on his face as he nodded. But Michaels 
avoided conversation with Mac and made small talk 
with Clark and Garfield. Mac concentrated on his game. 
The tournament would run three days, long enough for 
him to become well acquainted with Hub Michaels. 

Mac shot a par four on the first hole, and had another 
tremendous drive on the second that helped him in one 
under par. He was one over for the first eight boles in 
and the gallery kept moving in, murmuring encourage¬ 
ment. Shirley Moore’s voice was one of the loudest. Mac 
wished she would go hack to the clubhouse and quietly 
drink herself under the table. Still, he was shooting near¬ 
ly perfect golf and on the tough ninth hole he lucked for 
an eagle with a good chip shot and a fantastic putt that 
took the right roll and went in from at least thirty 
feet out. 
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The crowd cheered, and Hub Michaels had an admir¬ 
ing pat on the back for him. 

"Nice going ” 

They moved the gallery back and Mac was ready to 
tear up the back nine, when he saw Shirley Moore com¬ 
ing at him, running past Edie. She threw her arms 
about him, kissing him sloppily. The crowd whooped it 
up and Mac got free of her, reaching Edie who stood 
looking with bewilderment at Shirk 

“You re my boy, Mac,” Shirl mumbled. “A real gold- 

plated hero ” 

Mac looked helplessly at Edie. 

“She's drunk” he said. “Get her away from here. Find 
Fete” He turned away abruptly, trying to regain control 
of himself. Michaels had already teed off on the tenth, 
and Mac lit a cigarette, allowing Tom Clark and Howard 
Garfield to swing ahead of him. 

Mac's drive was long again, but he slioed into the trees 
to the right of the fairway. He was fighting the ball now 
and took a two over par on the tenth. The gallery stayed 
back, giving him a chance to think out his game, but his 
touch was gone. He sliced again, over-corrected, and 
started to hook the ball. His putts quit dropping into 
the cup. 

Hub Michaels, who had been four over par for the 
first nine, now took die lead and became stronger on the 
back nine. Mac pressed harder, falling behind Garfield 
and Clark. He came in with a ninety-one. Michaels had 
a seventy-six, four over par. Michaels laughed with Gar¬ 
field and Clark as they came off the course* He said noth¬ 
ing to Mac. 

Edie was waiting in front of the clubhouse with a quiet, 
sober Shirl Moore. 

Tm sorry, Mac,” Shirley said* *Td had a few drinks. 
I must have gotten carried away. It was like a long time 
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ago—everybody cheering for yon when you played high- 
school football and made all those touchdowns 

“Stay off the course from now on,” Mac said shortly, 
unable to keep the anger from his voice. 

Shirley backed away. “See you, lads.' 1 She disappeared 
into the crowd. 

Mac was tired and disappointed. Worst of all, he had 
lost sight of Hub Michels, “Did you find Pete?" he asked 
Edie. 

“Pete was furious when he heard what happened. He 
told Shirl to go home " Edie put her arm around Mac. 
“Poor thing.” 

“Let's go into the clubhouse ” Mac said, trying to lift 
himself out of his dark mood. He led the way inside, 
found an empty place at the crowded bar and ordered 
scotches and sodas. Edie went off to the powder room to 
freshen up and Mac looked about the smoky room, trying 
to catch sight of Hub Michaels. 

Lou Murry approached, grinning at him in the backbar 
mirror. “Ignoring your friendsP" 

“No” Mac had no quarrel with Lou, Murry had been 
trying to give him the right slant on Pete aU along. 

Lou ordered bourbon and water, “Nice try out there¬ 
for a while, anyway.” 

*Tm no pro," Mac said, not wanting to rehash Shirley's 
performance again, 

“I don't mean the game. That's a good spot, playing in 
Michaels' foursome ” 

“He barely talked to me ” 

So I noticed. Still, you're as close to him as any in¬ 
surance man in this town has ever been—except Harry 
Seldom" 

“Dont get started on Harry Seldon,” said Mac, be¬ 
ginning to feel the effects of the two drinks he'd had. “Let 
the guy go down the drain in peace.” 

Lou Murry's expression was intent. “I can't seem to 
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get through to you, Mac. I have to talk to you about 
Murry, for your own sake.” 

“Have another drink,” Mac said, wishing that Edie 
would get back so that they could leave. 

Lou Murry swayed, pity in his eyes as he blinked at 
Mac. "You think Ellie Martin gave poor old Harry Sel- 
don the shoveroo into the gutter? Well, she did knock 
the props out from under him. Only thing , Harry was 
out on his feet before he ever met up with Ellie. Want 
to know who finished him? Hub Michaels, that’s who. 
Lou waved his empty glass at the bartender. Better 
pay attention, friend. The same thing is about to happen 
to you ” 

Mac turned on Lou angrily, his lips tight, his face 
flushed. "I've got about two weeks left in this town,” he 
said evenly. “Save the sermons for the guy who’s taking 
my place." 

“Oh, I know you think you’re pulling out of here free 
and easy, just like a bird in the air,” said Lou, slurring 
his words. “But the fact is that you aren’t quitting Pete. 
He’s quitting you, just making you jump through the 
hoop one more time. This time, he can’t lose. You sell 
Michaels and Pete’s on his way to New York. Flunk out, 
and he’s got your wife. Oh yesl While you're busting 
your butt trying for the big haul, Pete is taking Edie 
away from you. He’s going all out and hes going to get 
her, because he’s going to tell Edie something about Hub 
Michaels that you don’t know.” 

Mac hit Lou Muny then, flush on the mouth, knocking 
him sprawling. Lou stared up at him from the floor, a 
stunned look in his eyes. The rumble of the crowd in¬ 
side the clubhouse lifted and the men pushed in close. 
Mac quickly lifted Lou up and propped him against 
the bar. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, thinking Lou Murry was probably 
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the best friend he had in this town. "‘Rut damn it, Lou, 
you talk too much.” 

Lou wiped at his bloody mouth with his handkerchief. 
"That ended it * he said, turning from Mac, trying to 
catch his breath, 

Edie was back, “What happened?” 

Mac took her arm. “Lets get out of here." 

Somehow, Pete Moore was outside with them, con¬ 
fronting Mac, “What's the matter with you—starting a 
brawl—like that? A man like Hub Michaels sees it and 
maybe you'R get to talk to his butler—if you're lucky." 

“Call it an accident.” 

“Accident, hell. First Shir! acts like a damned fool, 
and then you follow suit. I ought to have my head exam¬ 
ined for letting you work on an account like Michaels' " 

“Why don't you fire me?” Mac turned and walked away 
with Edie, 

Edie looked at him in wonder as they got into the car, 
“Lou must have said something pretty awful," 

“I shouldn't have hit him. IVe never hit any man be¬ 
fore” 

"What was it?" 

"The truth, maybe." Mac gripped the steering wheel 
of the car, stared down the busy street. ""When a man 
starts beating up his friends, he needs a vacation " 

Edie sat close to him, “That sounds wonderful" 

Mac looked at her. “Do you want to go?" 

She smiled, touched his forehead to smooth the wrin¬ 
kles. “You don't have to ask me again. It'll be nice, just 
the two of us alone, after we leave Plains City." Her 
smile deepened, “Or after you get Pete's job * 

Mac seemed surprised. “I meant right now. Take off. 
Forget the insurance business, forget Hub Michaels,” 

Now Edie was surprised. “Is that what you want?" 

“Do you?” 

“Mr. Michaels' account is the biggest you've ever 
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worked on. And he appeared to be a nice man. I must be 
greedy, Mac. I somehow know you can sell him.” 

He kissed her on the cheek. "You aren’t greedy. You’re 
using common sense. Someone has to sell that life insur¬ 
ance to Michaels, and I've got the chance.” Mac made 
up his mind right then. 

He would grab the account and make Edie and liimseli 
some money. 


After they had a quiet dinner, Mac said he had some 
files at the office to finish up. He drove toward the bus¬ 
iness district and did not stop at the office but continued 
on toward the outskirts of the city. In the early evening 
Sal’s roadhouse was quiet, the bartender coming quickly 
to Mac at the end of the bar, 

“Has Harry Seldon been around?” Mac asked. 

The bartender was one whom Mac had not seen before 
and the friendly look on his face was replaced by suspi¬ 
cion. “Never heard of him,” 

Mac described Harry, but the bartender kept shaking 
his head. “Must have been a long time ago that he hung 
around here. What’ll you have to drink?” 

“Scotch and soda.” Mac sipped his drink and stayed 
an hour, watching the place fill up. Mac went outside and 
started back to town. Then, on an impulse, he turned 
north on the highway to Maple Avenue. 

The bungalow that he and Will Thompson had visited 
was dark and seemed deserted. Mac got out of the car 
and walked across the lawn. A crack of light shone from 
behind the drapes. 

He knocked on the door. A moment later Harry Seldon, 
stripped to the waist, was staring out at him. 

“Harry,” Mac said. 

Seldon recognized him. “Marcy, I thought you were 
the guy from the liquor store bringing out a bottle. I m 
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taking the night off, pal.'* He started to close the door, 
“Kind of a busman s holiday ” 

‘"No business,” said Mae, putting his hand against the 
door as it was being shut. “Just a little talk,” 

“I don’t think weVe got anything to talk about ” said 
Harry, “Talk causes trouble,” 

Mac showed him a twenty-dollar bill “Then let me 
buy a drink from you ” 

“Just told you, We’re waiting for the guy from the 
liquor store. Got a few beers, that’s all.” Harry was nearly 
sober, “Anyway, this isn't a bar. Its my girl friends 
house.” 

Mac kept one hand on the door, handed the twenty 
to Harry. “A beer will be fine,” he insisted, 

“Oh, heU ” Harry swung the door wide open. “Come 
in before Lola catches a cold in the draft.” He shut the 
door, turned, called, “Lola, company, A friend.” 

Lola came into the room from the kitchen, as chubby 
as Mac remembered, as sleepy-looking. She was naked, 
except for the very snug panties about her middle. The 
mountainous breasts swayed invitingly as she walked 
across the room, Mac found himself thinking that she 
had a good pair of legs, 

“The bashful one,” she laughed pleasantly, “Darling, 
Have you recovered?” She kissed him on the cheek, the 
breasts caressing his chest* 

“I think so * said Mac, 

Harry prowled uneasily about the room. “Damn it. 
Cant you slip on a housecoat?” 

“All right, lover,” Lola swayed from the room. 

Harry Seldon stared at Mac. “You don't really want a 
beer, so what's important?” 

“The insurance business.” 

“You talking about my missing the chance to take the 
test a few weeks back?” 

“I wondered about that, all right” 
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“One of these days I’ll get around to it,” Harry said, in 
a way that did not fool anyone. 

'Tm interested in finding out what got you out of the 


business.' 


“Bad breaks,” snapped Harry. “I told you over at Sal’s.” 

Mac was silent for a moment. “The word I get is that 
Hub Michaels finished you as a life agent.” 

“Whose word?" Seldon was angry. “Pete Moore's word? 
Lou Murry’s?” Harry's lips and hands were trembling and 
his eyes held the look of a cornered animal. “They don’t 
know anything about me. I'm my own man.” 

“Tell me about Hub Michaels,” Mac insisted. “What 
did he do to drive you into the gutter?” 

“You got a hell of a nerve, Marcy ” said Harry Seldon, 
his voice a hoarse whisper. “Busting in here, talking me 
down in front of my woman.” 

“Hub Michaels is in town right now. Vm prospecting 
him. 1 want your help. You've tried to approach him, so 
I thought you would—” 

Harry Seldon's face was crimson with anger. “Get out,” 
he shouted, pushing Mac, opening the door, and shoving 
him outside. “Do me a favor and don't come around here 
again” 

The door slammed in Mac's face. 



PETE saw to it that Shirley Moore was not in the gallery 
the second day of the tournament. Mac went through the 
first nine, shooting average golf. Hub Michaels, who was 
having a bad time with a slice off his tee shots, scowled 
and kept to himself. 
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Edie was in the crowd but she took care not to stay 
too close to Mac, On the back nine, Mac felt his timing 
return and began to bear down. He shot par for the last 
four holes, took an eighty and watched Hub Michaels 
stamp off the course with a blown-up ninety-eight, Mi¬ 
chaels had not said a dozen words to Mac during the play 
and Mac told himself that this was not the time to ap¬ 
proach the man, 

Pete Moore was in the clubhouse, almost beside himself 
because he could not figure out Michaels 1 reserved man¬ 
ner toward Mae* 

“I think the bastard is jealous because you shoot better 
golf than he does/' Pete said glumly as he joined Mac 
and Edie at a table* 

“Michaels keeps watching me,* Mae said, “You know, 
giving me the old fish eye. As if he knew something I 
don't* 

Pete pointed a finger at Mac* “Tomorrow is it. Press 
him. Start talking," 

“It takes two to tango,” Mac said, 

“You can't do any worse than you have so far. And you 
can always shut up if he seems to be getting edgy.” Pete 
frowned at Mac* “Hell, so tar all you’ve done is enjoy 
yourself. You looked as if you were having a ball out 
there today.” 

Mac winked at Edie. "X was.” 

"Tomorrow you go to work. Bear down,” 

"I’d say it depends on how Michaels' game is going. 
He won't appreciate a lot of chatter if things are going 
sour. And I won't feel like it if I'm shooting lousy “ 

“This is business,” Pete said, “I don’t care if you shoot 
a hundred and fifty.” He got up and prowled about the 
clubhouse as if he wanted to comer Hubert Michaels and 
stuff the policy down his throat. 

Edie smiled at Mae, “You don't seem worried.” 
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“I’ m not. This is like loafing. And you’re pretty good 

company.” , 

‘"phank you, dear.” She held his hand across the table. 


The next day, Hub Michaels attacked the course re¬ 
lentlessly and rode to a terrific one over par for the first 
half of the course. He was smiling little, he talked less. 

Mac kept his mouth shut and tried to hang onto Mi¬ 
chael’s coattails. He took a four over par thirty-six for 
the first nine. He was relaxed, for no matter what he shot, 
the ninety-one on the first day had killed any hope of 
winning die tournament. Yet it would be pleasant to beat 
out Hub Michaels. He had the idea that the man would 
remember him, then. They were exactly even at the tenth 
hole for the entire play so far, Michaels was still playing 
the course with confidence, making his own breaks. Mac 
started taking a few chances and had a birdie on the 
twelfth, another on the fourteenth. On the fifteenth hole, 
Hub Michaels had trouble with a sand trap, came out 
with a six and Mac, making one of his few mistakes, over¬ 
shot an easy chance at the green, struggled to a five. That 
was enough to tie Michaels for the day s play, and it put 
him one ahead of the chain store owner. 

The score stayed even after that and as they com¬ 
pleted the eighteenth hole the gallery gave them a rous¬ 
ing hand. Hub Michaels was laughing again, talking to 
the people milling around him, inquiring about the play 
of Adam Worth who was leading the tournament and 
was coming in behind them. 

Mac walked toward the clubhouse to meet Edie. Hub 
Michaels left Garfield and Clark, and fell in step with 
Mac.. 

“You play this game with character, Mr, MarcyMi¬ 
chaels said. “Too bad about that incident on the ninth 
hole the first day,” 
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I never had any real hope of winning your tournament, 
Mr. Michaels, Mac said. Its just a fun game for me. 1 ’ 

"I know that/' Michaels said, opening the door of the 
clubhouse. A table had been reserved for Michaels and 
he motioned to Mac to sit down with him. Michaels 
ordered a double rum coke. Mac settled for a cold beer. 
Looking at him intently, Mac picked up the conversa¬ 
tion. "'i our business is life insurance. I’m told.” 

Yes, Mac said, with the feeling that Michaels was 
going to do the talking and he was going to do the listen¬ 
ing, 

Michaels chuckled, a genuine glint of merriment in his 
dark eyes. Mr. Garfield and Mr. Clark tell me that you're 
quite a success at it.” His black eyes stared empty and 
bottomless at Mac. ‘1 hope you're more honest in your 
approach at other times.” 

“I don't understand 

Michaels laughed pleasantly. Tm a friend of Rob 
Mastons, He told me that he'd been paid to include you 
in my foursome * 

Mac sat rigid, his face flaming, all hope of selling Hub 
Michaels gone, The best he could do now was to drink 
the beer and quietly leave, ‘1 can't deny that ” 

“Good. What I don't understand is why you didn't try 
to press this advantage that was paid for? Obviously, 
you d heard that I'm in the market for life insurance and 
you wanted your chance at the sale ” 

Call it intuition. You had a way of staring at me.” 
Michaels laughed again, “I was hoping you'd say it 
was distaste that held you back. Rob, of course, told me 
that he’d been paid by Pete Moore” 

Hub Michaels took out his cigarette case, held it out 
to Mac, “Mr. Moore is an amazing fellow. I know quite 
a little about him. He's very successful for such a young 
man, full of imagination, shrewd, smart, but sometimes 
lacking in his follow-through. I might explain, incidental- 
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ly, that Rob Maston is Mr. Moores friend. Rob is also 
my friend. Rob is a follower of money, as are most people 
these days. I have more money than Moore. Rob knew 
that if I ever discovered he was making deals that might 
put me at a disadvantage, he would then be in a most 
unhappy position. A far more unhappy situation than 
Pete Moore could ever place him in. 

“Why didn't you kick me out of the tournament? Or 

have Rob fired as pro?" 

Michaels looked at him shrewdly. “It wouldnt have 
been to my advantage. Rob deserved a reward for his 
loyalty to me. Mr. Moore was kind enough to pay Rob. 
And there was die intriguing prospect of my witnessing 
what I thought was a dishonest man trying to come to 
grips with me. No risk at all on my part. An excellent 
chance to study human nature ” 

Mae’s anger flared, “I don’t exactly consider myself 

dishonest/’ _ 

Michaels seemed to approve of Mac’s reaction, 1 didnt 
say you were dishonest. I thought that you might be hut 
now I don’t think so. That’s why Fm talking to you. First 
of aU let me clear the air about this key-man insurance. 
Mr. Moore’s advance information is not quite accurate. 
After talking to my accountants I’ve about decided to 
forego any life insurance plan and turn to investments 
as a reserve against the loss of personnel, I wanted to tell 
you that, because it brings up the second point of this 
discussion. You turned away from the execution of a 
scheme in the making, a questionable scheme that really 
was only a preliminary—but you did turn away. It s even 
more of a pleasure to talk to an honest man than a dis¬ 
honest one. Honest men are rare ” 

Mac looked at Herb Michaels, glad that it was all over, 
glad that he was leaving Plains City and getting away 
from clever men like Pete Moore and Herb Michaels; 
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they just were not the all-knowing little tin gods that they 
thought they were. 

He relaxed and laughed. “Mr. Michaels, if you had 
given me the chance, 1 d have talked the ears off you 
about life insurance.” 

Michaels looked startled and then he was laughing 
with Mac. I think we can consider ourselves friends, 
Marcy,” he said, standing. “Good luck." With that, the 
million-dollar life insurance interview was over. 

Edie, breathless, ran to Mac as he came out of the club¬ 
house. “How did it go?" 

Mae had to grin at the deep concern on her pretty face. 
“I drank a free beer and I became Mr. Michaels’ friend. 
But no sale.” He told her how it was. 

“Oh, Mac.” 

“Ill buy you a steak dinner, anyway,” Mac said. 

In the parking lot, they found Lou Murray waiting, He 
approached them, a sheepish look on his face, and put 
out his hand to Mac’s. “Are we still friends?” 

Mac was glad to see him. “The best. If you can forget 
my hot temper," 

Lou made a face, “I was trying to mate a point, I didn't 
think I could be that convincing." 

“HI be leaving here soon, Lou, You’ve been swell to 
me. I appreciate it.” 

“No Michaels account, eh? Good.” 

Mac knew what was bothering Lou. “Why not quit 
Pete, too? Ed Garrett is getting out of the business in 
Farview. Come up there.” 

“Who would look out for guys like you, then?” Lou 
started away. 111 see you before you leave.” 

The next day was Sunday, humid and hot for autumn, 
and Edie and Mac slept late. Mac had a couple of sales 
to close on Monday and Tuesday. They would be leaving 
the following weekend. 

“Should we start packing today?” Edie asked. 
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“Too hot,” said Mac, not as relaxed as he thought he 
would be with the prospect of a vacation and two weeks 
of idleness ahead of him. Somehow, not having to con¬ 
centrate on a good-sized sale irritated him. Maybe it was 
the thought of the tiresome task of packing and moving 
that bothered him. He mixed himself a vodka and orange 
and poured a little soda into the drink as an experiment, 
then forgot to make one for Edie. 

She reminded him that she was still around and he 
leered at her in a husbandly way. 

“The Marina is still open,” she said, looking at the 

morning paper. 

“Do you want to go swimming?” Mac asked. 

“You just want to see me in my new swimsuit. The one 
you haven’t given me a chance to wear all summer. 

“That would be nice to see. Okay, let’s go.” 

Edie stood nude in front of the door-length mirror in 
the bathroom. "I don’t know whether it will fit.” 

Mac watched her admiringly. Youd better get it on, 
he said, “or some man might take an interest in you. Your 
husband, for instance.” 

She touched the flatness of her stomach. “I wish I were 
fat. Right here. I wish we could have a baby.” 

He stood behind her, arms about her waist, touching 
the round swells of her breasts. “It might be a good idea 
if we had a few dollars in the bank first.” 

She slipped into the swimsuit. “Mac, we have saved 

money.” 

“We might need it before things get going in Farview 
again.” He saw the deep disappointment in her eyes. 
“Once we’re settled down, we'll talk about this again.” 

“Promise?" 

“A promise.” He kissed her and put on his swim trunks. 
They drove to the Marina, a few blocks away. The 
place was crowded and there was a line of people waiting 
to change in front of the cramped locker rooms. Mac was 
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glad they had changed at home. He towel-snapped Edie 
on the backside as she got out of the car and raced her 
to the pool gate. As he paid the dollar-per-head admission 
fee, Edie mischievously pushed him aside and won the 
race to the pool. She dived cleanly into the water. Mac 
leaped far out from the edge of the pool and “bombed" 
her with a feet-first crash close beside her, Edie took the 
violent wave of water full in the face as she came up for 
air. She spluttered, tried to sit on his shoulders and hold 
him under the water, but Mac dumped her forward, and 
then lost his balance and submerged himself. They both 
came up choking and laughing. 

From the fourteen-foot board Edie tried a jackknife 
that might have been disastrous, but she tucked her head 
down at the last moment and did not land on her chest. 
Marty told her that he would show her how it was done, 
then forgot to spring high from the board. He struck with 
a resounding belly flop that sent the water cascading 
against the sides of the pool. 

After hamburgers and beer at the snack bar, they lay 
in the sun, watching the swimmers and dozing. It was a 
good day and before Mac dropped off to sleep, he 
reached out for Edie's hand. He had not missed the ad¬ 
miring masculine glances at Edie, but he did not mind. 
She was his girl. 

When they awakened, the crowd had grown larger 
and there was a new attraction for the men to contem¬ 
plate. 

The girl was tall and slender, with short dark curly 
hair tumbling down in ringlets over her high forehead. 
She wore a white swimsuit moulded to her full breasts, 
and her lean, slender waist set off perfectly her long! 
elegantly formed legs. She was tanned to perfection, and 
her dark eyes were continually laughing-a youthful in- 
vitation even at a distance. 

She dived off the high board again and again, graceful 
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in mid-air, cleaving the water without stirring a ripple. 

A dozen young men clustered about her and looked as if 
they gladly would have dived into the tile walkway 
around the pool if she had asked. 

Mac sat by the edge of the pool and watched her. 
Edie joined him and kicked his shins with the side of her 
bare foot. Mac grinned at her, turning back to look some 
more. An impish gleam came into Edie’s eyes, and she 
got a running start at Mac’s back and pushed him over 
into the water, diving in behind him. He swam after 
her, but Edie evaded him by mingling with the crowd 
at the shallow end of the pool away from the diving 

boards. , 

Mac waited his chance and got back on the high 
board. When he saw Edie swimming almost directly be¬ 
low him, looking about for him, he leaped, his legs 
tucked under his thighs, knees pulled up, dropping in 
a perfect cannonball. 

Edie was swimming away, unaware he was above her. 
The girl in die white bathing suit, however, was close 
by, and Mac almost landed on her. She went under in the 
churning, foaming explosion. Thinking it was Edie, Mac 
bobbed up, laughing-and then saw his mistake. 

The girl was both surprised and angry, and she was in 
trouble. The turbulence of the water had done something 
to her swimsuit. Her breasts were in danger of being 
completely exposed. With a quickness born of panic she 
slid underwater and adjusted the suit. It was done so 
quickly only Mac noticed. 

He bobbed in the water, surprised and embarrassed. 
The girl was embarrassed, too, and furious. 

"Sorry,” Chris said lamely. "I thought you were my 
wife.” 

Her expression cleared and she seemed amused. Ab¬ 
ruptly she started to splash water in his face and kept on 
splashing. Mac coughed, tried to retreat, but Edie was 
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there, also splashing Mac. She had seen the cannonball 
and had swum back. The two women pushed Mac under¬ 
water. 

Later the three of them sat laughing at the pool's edge. 

Thanks for helping me get even," Edie said to the 
dark-haired girl. “He's been trying to drown me all after- 
noon ” 

Im Jane,” the girl introduced herself. She did not 
bother with her last name. 

This is Edie, said Mac, “my conniving companion 
and wife. I’m Mac Marcy " 

Jane was pleasant and chatted about the good time 
she was having this year in town, and described parties 
she had been to. Mac felt that her eyes, so dark and 
deep, seemed somehow familiar. Jane kept glancing at 
Edie as if trying to make up her mind about something. 
Then a voice called Jane and she turned around. 

Hello, darling,” Jane said fondly. 

Mac turned to see the man Jane had spoken to. And he 
found himself looking at Hub Michaels, and it came to 
him then-the luminous deep dark eyes and the pleasant 
manner—that Jane must be Michaels' daughter. 


12 

LATOR Edie drove off alone to the supermarket on 
High Street to buy steaks for dinner. Mac brought out 
the portable barbecue, started the charcoal smoldering 
and then lay on the lawn drinking a cold beer. He heard 
a car pul] up in front of the house. Thinking it was Edie, 
e went to help her carry in the groceries. But his 
visitor was Hub Michaels, driving a sports car. 
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Mac looked at him in surprise. “Well, hello, there.” 

Hub Michaels shook Macs hand warmly. Tm glad 
I caught you at home, Marcy, Not interrupting anything, 
I hope” 

“Just warming up the barbecue. My wife will be along 
with die steaks in a few minutes. Wed like to have you 
stay, if you re not tied up ” 

“Sorry, I have to be getting back to my little girl.” 
Michaels grinned, his eyes warm and friendly. “I just 
stopped to tell you that I may as well listen to your 
insurance proposal, after all,” 

A nerve began to twitch in Mac’s neck. Again he 
was thinking of the fifty thousand commission on the 
policy. And here was Hub Michaels actually asking him 
to make the pitch, 

“You change your mind in a hurry, Mr, Michaels,” 
Mac said, smiling. “I don t have to say I'm glad you do.” 

“Ill be truthful, Marcy. My daughter has a powerful 
influence on me,” 

“She knows Tm a life insurance agent?" 

“Yes ” Michaels seemed nervous for the first time. 
“Jane has been having herself a ball during our yearly 
stay in Plains City. And she seems to have enjoyed 
meeting you,” 

“She s a fine girl, fun to be with ” 

“Not always, unfortunately," said Hub Michaels* “It’s 
been a long tune since Fve seen her really laugh, as she 
did today. Some people, some situations, seem to act 
as a tonic to her. At any rate. I’ve decided to spend a 
few more weeks in town," 

“How does that affect me, Mr, Michaels?” Mac asked 
cautiously, 

Michaels studied Mac, Then he laughed easily. “I 
should think you would have figured that out. Tm a 
prospect for a very large insurance policy. Dont you 
want to sell me?” 
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Mao shrugged. "If the cost to me isn't too high” 

"What s that supposed to mean?" 

“X know about Harry Seldon ” Mac went on. 

Michaels appeared unruffled, "Of course, you would. 
Seldon was a likable fellow when I knew him. Thorough¬ 
ly likable. He tried to sell me insurance, too. And my 
daughter fell in love with him. He said he was in love 
with her. But I suspected that he was nothing more 
than a gigolo,” 

"So that's why you ruined him?" Mac asked softly. 

“I merely proved to my daughter what kind of man 
he was. What Harry Seldon has become since is his own 
doing * Hub Michaels' voice was impersonal, his tanned 
face unreadable. "I doubt you're another Harry Seldon. 
XT be home tomorrow evening after eight o'clock—the 
old Willard place near the country club” A smile 
touched his lips, "Will that be convenient for you?" 

"Yes” 

The house Michaels had leased was a two-story struc¬ 
ture centered on a half-dozen acres of carefully mani¬ 
cured lawn. The estate was protected by a ten-foot 
wrought-iron fence. Someone had raked the early falling 
leaves from the lawn, piled them near the gate and set 
fire to them. Wisps of smoke curled upward about the 
overhead lights on the gate* Mac drove along a cobbled 
driveway in the darkness of early evening until he came 
into the glow of the floodlights set under the eaves of the 
house. The entrance was dark, but lights shone through 
the windows. Chris gripped his briefcase tightly and 
looked at his watch. Two minutes to eight. He rang the 
bell, half expecting that Hub Michaels would be gone 
and that he would be confronted by Jane. 

But Michaels himself answered the bell, his manner 
cordial. He shook Mac's hand and led him in. The liv¬ 
ing room was large and comfortable, filled tastefully 
with contemporary furniture* Despite the warm evening. 
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there was a small fire burning in the fieldstone fireplace 
at the side of the room. Michaels had a desk near a large 
window, 

Tm afraid that well only be able to get to the pre¬ 
liminaries ” he said apologetically. "My district manager 
phoned me from Los Angeles a few minutes ago- I’ve 
got to get down there before morning. I should be back 
about Wednesday. Could we get together again then?" 

Mac smiled grimly, "If that's how it has to be," 

Michaels smiled. Til call you when I get back. Now, 
here is part of the information on my West Coast employ¬ 
ees," He shoved a sheaf of papers at Mac. "Let's see. 
You'll want the complete list of my men. Ages, duties " 
and he continued with the other necessary information. 

Mac looked at Michaels in wonder. The man was in 
too much of a hurry to be acting. As they talked, a se¬ 
dan pulled up the long driveway and stopped in front 
of the bouse. 

That s Farrell, my man from San Francisco, We re 
going to L.A. together," Michaels shook Macs hand 
again. “Really, Mac, Im sorry about having to make 
this meeting so brief. If Jane were around she would 
at least fix you a drink, but she's gone off some place " 
He started out the door* “IH have the rest of the data 
when I see you again " 

Mae stood on the porch as the sedan roared out the 
driveway and turned on to the road. He felt no dis¬ 
appointment at Michaels' quick exit, Michaels was a 
business man, and there seemed to be a real chance at 
the sale. And Jane Michaels would present no problem, 
he promised himself grimly. Her position in the setup 
was not yet entirely clear, in any event. He got into his 
car, drove down the driveway and swung out to the 
main road. 

His headlight beams picked up a figure walking to¬ 
ward the house, and he saw Jane Michaels, She waved 
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and he pulled up, Jane leaned through the open win¬ 
dow, 

“Hi,” she said brightly, 1 saw you drive up a while 
ago. You must have made a quick sale” There was 
surprise in her voice. 

“No. Your father had to leave on a sudden business 
deal,” 

“Oh ” She opened the car door, and climbed m, “Well, 
that's something hes always doing. Sometimes I feel 
as if I had no father, Td resigned myself to a long lonely 
evening while Father conferred with you— That's why I 
went for a walk. But now you might as weU drive me 
back to the house” She settled back into the seat. Mac 
turned the car around and drove up to the house, 

“Won't you come in?” she asked. Til give you a cold 
beer” 

In the reflection of the yard lights, Mac could see 
her face, young, innocent, guileless, bright eyes alert. 

Til take a rain check, thanks.” 

“You're not being very friendly,” she smiled impishly* 
“If it hadn't been for me, you never would have gotten 
to talk to Daddy. Just think of all the lovely money you 
might earn. Be grateful ” 

Mac laughed. “AH right, I m grateful ” 

She pushed at his shoulder. “Come in and talk to me 
then.” 

Mac stepped out of the car, “I think we can talk out 
here. But Ill have that beer,” 

“Be back in a minute,” She bounded onto the porch, 
tall and graceful, slim hips swaying enticingly in a tight 

skirt. 

When she returned she handed him a bottle of beer, 
keeping one for herself, “Come on, let's walk,” 

They left the lighted area, Jane keeping a few feet 
away from Mac, both moving slowly. Mac sipped his 
beer and the tension began to melt from him, Jane Mi- 
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chaels seemed even younger than he had thought—young 
and very innocent. Right now it would not hurt his 
chances with Hub Michaels if he became her good 
friend. It had been silly to suspect Jane of being a 
younger version of Elite Martin or Shirl Moore, 

TIow did you convince your father that he should 
talk to mef^ Mac asked. 

"Easy. I told him I liked you,” She finished her beer 
and threw the bottle onto the lawn* 

“Why?” They kept walking. 

"When a man almost undresses a woman in public, 
she becomes angry, because hell usually stare at her 
with his eyes bulging. But you didn't stare, Mac. Your 
face just got red” 

"The whole thing was an accident” 

“I know. But your reaction was new to me. You in¬ 
trigued me. And that's why I convinced Daddy we 
should stay a while longer in Plains City and that he 
might reconsider the insurance program, I pointed out 
to him that in any business transaction the man one 
deals with is important,” 

“Your fathers a strange man * 

Jane shot him a quick, almost defensive glance. "I 
don't think so” 

"Not all big-money men take financial advice from 
their daughters. Obviously he thinks the world of you.” 

“By the way, I made a point of telling him that you 
were married.” She laughed impishly. “And I also told 
him that yours was an unhappy marriage that was break¬ 
ing into a rilhon pieces. Oh, yes. Daddy is very old- 
fashioned about his daughter keeping company with a 
happily married man. But one on the verge of divorce 
is something else again.” 

"My God!” Mac could hardly believe his ears. "You 
told him I was unhappy? About to be divorced?” 
"Mac, you don't have to pretend, Tve been around 
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Plains City a lot since we arrived. IVe heard the rumors. 
And IVe seen your wife out with a man, several times. 
The same man. IVe seen her ” 

"I know that,” Mac said angrily, "The man's name 
is Pete Moore. He s my boss and my friend. And I might 
add, my wife's friend," 

"The way they were dancing and holding onto each 
other, they looked like more than friends." 

"My private life is none of your business/' Mac said 
angrily. 

"Mac, you're so funny, I like you when you're angry,* 
*1 was warned about dealing with your father* Mac 
said. “I should have been warned about you * 

It came to Mac that people were a game to her, Tm 
very dangerous,” she mocked. "Very," 

"Tve seen an example of your work/' Mac said omi¬ 
nously. "IVe seen Harry Seldom” 

“Poor Harry * She laughed gaily. 

“Poor Harry, all right/' said Mac, "I wish I knew 
what really happened there.” 

“Oh 5 I must show you something, Mac” Jane Michaels 
said suddenly. She seized his hand and started running 
toward the house. Mac wondered why he was running 
beside her—he could not explain why he was drawn 
to this wild young creature. 

In the house Jane said, "Wait ” 

She bounded up the stairs and ran down the hall 
In a moment she was back, her dark eyes glowing, her 
face wonderfully alive. She held a photograph in her 
hand, "I consider this a kind of trophy/' she said. "Poor 
Harry was embarrassed by it all. Permanently, Tm 
afraid. It showed me what a liar he was, what a fraud. 
It just wasn't his nature to be faithful ” She handed Mac 
the picture. 

It showed Hairy Seldom unclad. With him was a 
woman, young, well-formed, also nude. There was no 
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possibility of mistaking the implications of the picture* 

"Rather a good likeness, don't you think?*’ jane taunted* 

“Did your father give you this?” 

"Oh no. But I wondered why Harry had suddenly 
stopped seeing me, why he had abruptly lost interest in 
the money I represented. I wondered if Daddy had 
anything to do with the change in Harry. I stumbled 
across this picture in my father s desk. 

Savagely Mac tore up the picture, and threw it into 
the fireplace. He turned to leave, but Jane had moved 
closer to him, her breasts high and taut under her 
blouse. He could see that she wore no bra. Her lips were 
parted* her eyes half closed. 

'*1 want you to kiss me, Mac*” she murmured. 

“Kiss you, hell. You ought to be spanked * he said 
grimly. 

She kept moving toward him, and he took her about 
the waist, turned her around, sank to one knee, and 
held her over his other. Her skirt pulled upward as his 
hand started to come down and he saw the tanned, 
soft flesh. Jane Michaels was wearing a blouse and skirt, 
and nothing else. 

She twisted around to look at him. "Surprised?” she 
asked, turning so that the bare buttocks moved in Macs 
hand, the amazingly smooth skin soft to the touch, 

Macs hand came down hard, again and again, and 
Jane Michaels giggled. Finally she yelled and then she 
was crying. Mac let her up* his anger spent. He wanted 
nothing but to get away from this child-woman. 

“No one spanks me” Jane cried. “No one. Never.* 
She came at Mac, hitting him with clenched fists, trying 
to bite him. Mac seized her arms and shook her 
violently. 

“I want you to understand something * he said. Tm 
not interested in you* your body, or in any of your in¬ 
fantile love affairs.” His breathing was heavy and un- 
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even. '‘You were waiting for me at the side of the road, 
weren't you?** 

“Yes ” she said, looking up at him, “Yes. I want you, 
a stiff drink, trying to forget Janes wild behavior, 
Mac, Your wife doesn't deserve you—frn telling you, 1 
know. IVe seen her with this other man. Take me. Now, 
In this room.” 

Mac lifted her up and deposited her in a chair at his 
side. He strode past her and out of the house, 

“IH be good for you," she cried out behind him, 
Mae was getting into his car when Jane rushed out 
on the porch. “Til see that Daddy never talks to you 
again," she shouted. 

Rut Mac was already roaring out the driveway, 

Edie kissed him as he came into the house. “Are we 
rich?" she asked, linking her arm through his, 

“No." Mac brought out the scotch and soda and fixed 
“Michaels had to leave in a hurry" 

“You look sort of ragged for such a short visit." 

Mac smiled wryly, “I had a talk with the daughter," 
“Oh, Is that badr 

“I don't know. But Im going to have to put up with 
her if Im going to get anywhere with Michaels." 

“She seemed very nice at the pool." 

Mac stared moodily at the floor, “She's pretty wild ” 
“That's hard to believe. But, honey, she isn't y6ur 
problem." 

The phone rang and Edie answered it. “Yes, III tell 
him." 

She came back to Mac, a curious look in her eyes. 
“Jane Michaels," Edie told him. “She wanted you to 
know that you can see her father again" 

“Splendid of her,” 

Edie kissed him, “I love you because you don't ap¬ 
preciate other delicious-looking, young females." 
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Mac kissed her, held her a long moment. “You re a 
nice girl and a lovely wife 
“I know,” she said* 

They had a drink together. 


Hub Michaels returned to Plains City on Wednesday, 
In the evening Mac visited him. They worked up ten¬ 
tative rates on a total personnel figure, using estimated 
ages. Michaels 1 interest in the policy seemed greater 
than before, but Mae was afraid to push for the close 
of the sale, 

Jane came into the living room. She was polite and 
friendly to Mac, and reminded her father that he had 
promised to take her to dinner. Michaels asked Mac to 
come along. Looking into the chain store owners in¬ 
tent, dark eyes, Mac got the feeling that the request 
was a direct order rather than a casual invitation. 

They ate at the Firefly Inn, had several drinks, and 
Mac danced with Jane, She seemed grooved in his arms 
as she glided about the dance floor with him* Her dark 
eyes sparkled—her wildness seemed vanished. 

*Tm sorry about the way I behaved the other night,” 
she told him. “The beer I had with you out on the lawn 
was my fifth of the evening, I guess it was one too 
many” 

“No one was hurt,” Mac said. He was enjoying him- 
self more than he had thought he would, 

“No one but me,” she laughed. “My backside still 
hurts. You hit hard.” 

Hub Michaels watched them with beaming approval 
and when they came back to the table, Mac started to 
talk insurance again, Jane met several couples who 
were friends of hers and a broad-shouldered stocky boy, 
a stag for the evening, asked her to dance with him. 
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They danced several times* leaving the two men alone at 
the table. 

Michaels seemed inattentive to business conversation. 

Mao danced with Jane again and they stayed on the 
floor a long time. Finally Jane decided that her face 
needed a repair job and she went off to the powder 
room. During the interval Hub Michaels seemed more 
inclined to listen to Mac again. 

M IVe been thinking over your proposition on the basis 
of stores that have more than one key person,** Michaels 
said, “It just might be that ITI need about double the 
amount of insurance we've been discussing. We’ve 
added a lot of personnel the last couple of years/' 

Twice fifty thousand dollars in commission, obviously, 
was one hundred thousand dollars. So Mac stayed out 
with Jane and Hub Michaels until the place dosed. It 
seemed to Mac that Michaels was in a malleable mood 
and if Mac could only keep him so he could close the 
sale by the end of the week. 

Rut, of course, things did not work out that smoothly. 
Michaels would set up an appointment. The date would 
be brca^G—there would be other unexpected but urgent 
matters for Michaels to attend to. By the end of the 
week, the entire amount of information needed for sub¬ 
mitting an application to World Life Company was still 
not in. Hub Michaels, Mac and Jane went out to din¬ 
ner several times together. On other occasions, Mac 
and Jane formed a twosome, when Michaels abruptly 
absented himself, Michaels also took them to a stage 
play in San Francisco, a boxing match in Sacramento, 
a weekend flight to Las Vegas, Michaels continued to 
talk about the life policy as one week passed and then 
another. Jane was careful about her drinking and w*as 
generally on her good behavior. She did not try to 
make love to Mac, She seemed, at times, almost aloof—a 
young goddess who was stared at and admired by 
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everyone wherever they went. And finally Mac, too, 
found himself staring at her. 

Mac was not home in the evenings at all now. At first 
Edie good-naturedly complained about being left alone. 
Then her eyes became filled with hurt—a few days later, 
the hurt changed to suspicion and finally to bitterness. 
Mac tried to tease her out of her mean mood, but all 
his joking could not alter the grim fact that he was away 
from home most of the time* _ 

When Mac came back from the Las Vegas trip, he 
found Pete Moore visiting his house. Pete seemed to 
have forgotten both Mac's warning to stay away from 
Edie and Mac’s resignation from the assistant manager- 

ship* , 

“Buddy,” said Pete, flashing the familiar grin. "You re 
taking a long time on this Michaels account.” He held a 
tumbler of scotch and soda and looked as if he had 
already had several* 

‘Its big enough to baby along ” Mac said, wanting 
to tell Pete to get out of his house, but unable to* Edie 
kissed him warmly and had a twinkle in her eyes again* 
Mac did not want to spoil her mood, even if itvftd been 
brought on by a few drinks* 

Tm not complaining ” said Pete. “But you know me. 
It's tough to sit on the sidelines.” 

“This may go to a hundred thousand in commission*” 
Pete stared at him and then burst out with a laugh. 
“Baby, you sell that account and well all take a vaca¬ 
tion* And Ill be moving to New York.” 

Edie looked wistful “I never see Mac any more” 
“Oh, come on, Edie ” Pete said, “this is a chance of 
a lifetime. You can stand it to have lover boy away for 
a while* Mac, I don't care if you have to sleep on Mi¬ 
chaels doorstep—sell him*” 

Finally Pete rose to leave, saying he had to meet a 
client to discuss a contract over a nightcap. Mac won- 
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dered if the client were that redhead who kept an 
apartment for Pete. 

After Pete left and they were alone in the living room, 
Edie asked, “How close are you to signing up Mr 
Michaels?" 

“I just don’t know,” Mao said honestly. “All the 
underwriting information is finally in. Maybe I’ve 
waited too long to start pushing him." He frowned. 
"Why did Pete come here?” 

“He wanted to know about the Michaels contract. He 
seemed worried. Poor guy, he’s pathetic when he lets 
his confidence slip.” 

“How long was he here?” Mac asked irritably. He 
remembered that only a relatively short time ago Edie 
had been unable to stand the sight of Pete Moore. 

“Since late this afternoon. He asked me out to dinner 
and I went. Mac, I get so lonesome.” 

“Pete is on the make for every woman in town,” 
Mac said hotly and then saw the hurt look on Edie’s 
face. “It’s all right, honey. Damn, the way I’ve been 
neglecting you,* 

‘Is |^e Michaels the reason it's taking yon so long 
to close the sale?” 

“You know better than that ” said Mac* 

“But you’re seeing her,” Edie persisted, her face 
unhappy and drawn. 

Of course Fm seeing her. She lives with her father. 
She's usually at the house” 

Edie stood close to him, putting her arms around his 
waist and her head against his chest “I love you very 
much, Mac, she murmured, “Don’t let anything happen 
to us.” 

"Nothing will happen ” 

But it was happening. 

Hub Michaels was too busy to close the deal and 
there were more dinners and places to go* There was 
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a chain-store convention and a night at an opera, Jane 
was there always and Mac found he was enjoying being 
with her. 

Then came a night at the Firefly Inn. He was dancing 
with Jane when Fete came into the place, with Etiie 
at his side, blond and pretty, glowingly happy as 
she held Pete's arm. She saw Mac, seemed startled. 
Then she waved, a smile touching her lips—a sad linger¬ 
ing smile that seemed like a farewell, 

Mac wanted to go to her and tear her away from Pete, 
but Jane was talking to him and Hub Michaels was 
watching. Suddenly it seemed to Mac as if Edie had 
been far away from him for a long time. He wanted her 
near him, but she was with Pete, and he was at the table 
with Hub and Jane Michaels. They both saw the brood¬ 
ing look on his face. Unexpectedly, Jane's hand closed 
about his beneath the table. He stared at her, at the 
challenging, wonderful dark eyes and found himself 
smiling. 

Hub Michaels ordered another bottle of wine and 
Mac relaxed* 

The money was important. 



IT was Friday evening. Mac had spent the afternoon on 
an insurance survey for a friend who had stopped by the 
office. Edie was waiting for him at the door when he 
arrived at the house. He hugged and kissed her and 
stepped back to look at her. 

“Nice,** he said admiringly. 

She smiled. “Thank you/' It was a good moment. 
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“What’s the occasion for the glad rags.” 

The smile on her face changed ever so slightly.UfMy 
birthday, silly.” 

He patted her backside. “I didn’t really forget.” But 
he had forgotten and there was a stubborn look in her 
eyes that told him she knew it. 

“Hurry. Take your shower. I want to do the town.” 

“Honey, I’m sorry. We can’t go out tonight.” 

The smile changed again, then was gone. She looked 
hurt. 

“Why?” she asked softly. 

"Hub Michaels called. I’ve got to go over to his place 
tonight.” 

Phone him back. Tell him you’ll see him tomorrow." 

“I can’t do that,” said Mac. “I don’t want to rub him 
the wrong way after all the work I’ve done.” 

Her lips tightened sullenly, almost bitterly. “Mac-” 

Tonight might be the night he signs. Something is in 
the wind. I could tell by the sound of his voice. I’ll make 
it up to you, Edie.” 

“When?” The word was lifeless. 

‘Try to understand,” said Mac angrily. Tm working 
for you, too.” 

Anger burst over her, anger that had been building 
up for a long time. “I’m tired of trying to understand,” 
she cried. “I’m tired of being pushed aside, of knowing 
that you’re with that sweet young innocent girl while I’m 
here alone, wanting you and waiting for you to come 
home. Well, I have no intention of being alone any 
longer.” 

“I’ve had nothing to do with Jane,” Mac shouted. “And 
besides, you didn’t seem to be so lonely when I came 
home, with Pete Moore having himself a ball with my 
scotch, and probably with my wife, tool” 

The quarrel was bitter, loud, harsh and it tore at their 
innermost feelings. It left them strangers shouting im- 
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precations and insults at each other with something very 
close to hate. At last Edie phoned Pete Moore, making 
sure that Mac could hear her, and asked Pete to pick her 
up. Mac tried to shout her into tears, and she shouted 
back—and later he watched her get into Pete’s car. 

Pete was startled momentarily at the sight of Mac in 
the doorway. Then he grinned and waved. Mac stared 
at him bitterly, silently watched them drive away. 

He was alone in the empty, desolate house and the 
bottle of scotch was at hand. He had one dnnk, then an¬ 
other. 

The phone rang. Hub Michaels wanted to know when 
he was going to show up. Mac felt like telling him to go 
to hell, but he did not. He told Michaels that he was 
leaving right away and hung up. He put away a few 
more hurried drinks and felt a little drunk as he got into 
the car. The ride to the Michaels place with all the car 
windows rolled down failed to dear his head. 

He swayed slightly as he rang the bell, looking at the 
row of parked cars in the driveway. Another of Hub 
Michaels' parties—Michaels would be busy mingling 
with his guests. Very convenient. It would then be Mac 
Marcy’s job to stay at daughter Jane’s side. Mac swore 
softly at Hub Michaels, at Pete Moore, and at himself 
for not having been man enough to leave town before 
beooming involved with Michaels. 

Pete had been right, after all. Mac was greedy. Edie 
did not really matter, pride did not matter-all that mat¬ 
tered was the damned almighty dollar. He poked the bell 
again, savagely this time. Then he noticed that the door 
was open, The butler Michaels had hired for the occasion 
was staring at Mac with a mixture of disdain and suspi¬ 
cion. 

Mac held to the door for support. "You ought to know 
me,” he said sarcastically. “I never miss a party. 
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A group of guests just inside the door turned at Mac’s 
loud voice, staring at him. 

Mac started past the butler and saw Jane Michaels, 
She had been waiting near the front entrance. She smiled 
at him. Then she was an angel floating toward him, her 
dark hair sleekly groomed, her face filled with happiness 
at the sight of him, her lips soft and red and full. She 
was wearing a white evening dress, cut low, off-shoulder, 
the swell of her breasts accentuated in the glow of the 
overhead light. 

She took his hand. “Mac, you’re very late.” 

“Sorry," he mumbled, staggering against her. 

“Oh-oh.” She looked closely at him, s niffin g his breath. 
“I think we’d better take a walk.” She led him out of the 
house again, back down the steps. The butler closed the 
front door, plainly relieved. 

“Why?" Mac wanted to know. 

“You’ve been drinking. A lot.” 

Mac did not like being hustled. “Is there a law against 
it?” 

“Daddy doesn’t like people that drink too much. He 
says they don’t have any character.” 

“I don’t give a damn what he likes. And I don't give a 
damn about not having any character.” 

“Mac, please. Daddy doesn’t make many friends but 
you’ve become one of them. Don’t spoil it.” 

“To hell with Daddy,” 

They were still in the glow of the floodlights from the 
house. He could see the flash of fire in her eyes. “Don’t 
say that again.” 

Mac was dizzy, breathing in the night air deeply. "All 
right. I know when I’m acting like an ass.” 

“That’s better.” She took his hand again and walked 
him into the darkness. They found a garden bench and 
sat down. “We’ll go inside in a little while. Daddy will be 
looking for us.” 
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They sat without a word, and there was a soft scent 
about her—heady but gentle. Mac thought about the first 
night he had visited the Michaels house, and he remem¬ 
bered the wild creature Jane had been. She was different 
now, but that latent wildness was submerged somewhere 
within her. It would be easy to put his arms about her, 
kiss her, and unleash all the violent passion in her. For 
that little while he could forget Edie. 

“Want to tell me about tonight?" Jane’s voice was very 

low. , 

“Nothing important,” said Mac. “I just got through 
watching my wife walk out of the house on a date with 
another man.” 

Jane was silent for a long moment, ‘Tm sorry, Mae* 
Truly sorry, I hope you'll believe that, 

“It was my fault. Lately, I haven’t been much of a 
husband to her. I’ve spent all my time with your father. 
And with you.” 

"Business, Mac. She ought to understand.” 

“I need another drink.” 

“You shouldn’t have any more.” 

“One.” 

She got up. “Anything special?” 

“Just so it’s strong.” 

She laughed and her leg touched his, lingering a mo¬ 
ment. “Be back in a second.” 

He watched her move into the lighted area near the 
house, her body slim and willowy, swaying enticingly. As 
she disappeared inside, he heard the faint sounds of the 
orchestra and the laughter of the guests through the open 
door. Mac’s head was clearing. When he confronted Hub 
Michaels he wanted to be at his best. He knew that he 
would have to be at bis best to get the man’s signature 
on the insurance contract. This time, he told himself 
firmly, he would not give Michaels a chance to stall. The 
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signed contract would get Pete headed East and after 
that, somehow, Mac would patch things up with Edie, 

A small group of men moved into the shadows of the 
lawn, oblivious to Mac's presence on the bench. The new¬ 
comers were talking, and although Mae could not see 
their faces, he recognized the voice of Farrell, Michaels 
district manager in the San Francisco area, 

“Did you see that dress—the swooping, deep-dish 
front?" Farrell laughed. “I was hoping she d come over to 
my chair and lean over to ask me if I wanted a drink.” 

“You might have had your hands fuU.” 

“Wonderful" 

Mac did not recognize the other voices, and was not 
particularly interested in overhearing the conversation. 
He started to light a cigarette and found that he had for¬ 
gotten his lighter. 

“Who is she?" 

“The old man's daughter. Her name is Jane” 

“She's a blue-plate special!” 

“There's only one Jane Michaels. But she's got the hots 
for another sucker/' 

“You'd think word would get around. Who's the guy?” 

“Local yokel. A fellow named Mac Marcy. He's a life 
insurance salesman, Nice guy. Married. And he's pretty 
sharp." 

“Hell, he must be a chump. I hear old man Michaels 
knows what goes with the kid—and he's pretty obvious 
about leading on the guys his little girl likes to play 
around with ” 

“Well, Marcy wants to sell a policy. And Michaels has 
the dough to keep a guy on the hook. And the girl can 
make like the most tender, innocent creature God ever 
created. Not many people know it, but she attended 
drama school in New York for a couple of years. She 
should have stayed with it, the way she can act ” 
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“Someone ought to do this Marcy guy a favor and tip 
him off.” 

“Not me.” It was Farrell again. “Old Michaels loves 
his daughter more than he does money and that, gentle¬ 
men, is one hell of a lot.” b 

“I’d like to get a look at the condemned man.” 

“He’ll be here. He’ll keep coming around, chasing the 
money. What he doesn't know is that he hasn’t a prayer 
to sell any life policy until he curls up with that warm 
form. And if he does, he’ll get busted up. And so will his 
wife. Maybe his job will go, too. There’s another life man 
in this town she hooked up with. He’s a bum now.” 

The men drifted away. Mac sat still, his mouth dry, and 
sobriety swept over him like an icy winter sea. He was 
sick inside, hurt and angry. He got up and walked 
through the darkness. He heard Jane’s voice calling him. 
And then the sickness and hurt were gone and there 
was only anger-controlled, skimmeringly hot. Going 
back through the trees he looked for Jane but could not 
find her. She had stopped calling him. He went into the 
house, slipped into a lavatory and took a long look at 
bis reflection in the minor* 

He saw lines in his face that he had never noticed 
before, and there was a bleak, haunted look in his eyes. 
His unbuttoned coat sagged, his shirt was rumpled and 
his tie half loose. He splashed water on his face, ran a 
comb through his hair, made whatever other repairs he 
could to appear presentable and stepped into the hallway. 

Joining several acquaintances, he chatted amiably a 
moment, took a drink, toyed with it and left it almost un¬ 
tasted. He wandered through the house, mingling with 
the guests. When he saw Hub Michaels momentarily 
alone, he made his way to him. 

“Mac-good to see you. I thought you hadn’t arrived, 
but Jane told me you were somewhere around. She just 
went out looking for you.” Michaels clasped Mac s arm. 
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“Wonderful group here tonight. They seem to be enjoy- 
ing themselves.” 

brought the insurance contract along, Mr. Michaels ” 
said Mac flatly. "I’ll get it from my car. Then it will be 
signed, and it 11 be all out of the way.” 

Hub Michaels stared at him, aware that he was being 
pushed and not lilting it, but never losing his cordiality. 

“My boy, let the business wait A party is no place 
for such things.” 

Mac grinned at him, his eyes steady. “I-think it’s an 
excellent place. The mood is right." 

Michaels shrugged. “You seem pretty determined- 
and 111 admit I have been putting it off.” 
a The palms of Macs hands were moist—he was close. 
“I can't spend my life working on one client” he ob¬ 
served with pleasant forcefulness. 

“Right you are.” Michaels clasped Mac's arm again. 
“Well get together after the guests leave.” 

He walked away, giving Mac the choice of running 
after him or standing there and taking the rebuff, Mac 
stared after the tall, erect figure and the anger inside him 
almost changed to hatred. If it was a game Michaels and 
his daughter were playing with him, he could play the 
game, too-with his own rules. He had taken on Ellie 
Martin for a lot less money than Jane Michaels repre¬ 
sented. He downed a drink and went out the front door 
looking for Jane. 

She was coming back across the lawn. “Oh, Mac. I 
couldn’t find you. I thought maybe you'd gotten sick and 
gone home.” 

She stood before him, tall and beautiful, but for the 
first time her eyes seemed a little uncertain, meeting his 
hard look. 

“You’re a clever little bitch,” he said. 

"Mad” 

He kissed her suddenly, and her lips were hard with 
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surprise, then soft and yielding. ‘That’s what you wanted, 
isn’t it?” 

“Yes.” 

He grinned at her silently. He had her going. She 
wanted to play the game. He would play-but now the 
rules were slightly different. They were his rules. 

“Are you s tilt drunk?’ she asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Then let's walk some more." She took his arm and 
turned from the driveway onto the lawn, walking very 
close to him. T don’t know what I’m going to do with 
you." 

“I think you do.” 

They stopped walking. He kissed her again, his hand 
dropping to her breasts. Her tongue darted into his mouth 
and she threw her body closer to him. He lifted her, 
started across die lawn into the darkness. 

“No,” she whispered. “Not out here. There s a guest 
house at the back end of the property.” 

He saw the small structure loom up out of the darkness 
and carried her through the door. They kissed in the deep 
blackness until her lips moved away. She reached for the 
light switch. 

T don’t like the darkness,” she said. “Not at times like 

this.” , .. 

The room was small, the windows covered with 
drapes, the furniture of the same quality as that in the 
m f .m building. The house had five rooms, two bedrooms, 
a kitchen, a bathroom and combination living and recrea¬ 
tion room. One bedroom led off to the right of them. 
Jane looked toward the bed and laughed as she loosened 
Mac’s tie. 

“I think I could stand a drink,” Mac said. 

“There isn’t anything here but wine. One of Daddy’s 
friends loved port. He left a full case.” 

They shared a bottle, looking at each other. Mac sat 
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down on a chair near the door and drew Jane to his lap. 

He slipped off her shoes and her stockings and un¬ 
fastened her gown. As she stood, he pulled it away from 
her, and then eased her out of her slip. With one hand he 
unfastened her bra and the twin, smooth, full mounds 
of her breasts burst into view. He removed her last un- 
dergarment, and she stood nude before him, aroused, 
her eyes, her very posture demanding his love. 

Kiss me, she whispered softly. 'With—everything you 
have," 

Smell of wine and cigarette smoke mingled in the room. 
Mac’s head pounded. Jane's breath came sharply, her 
breasts lifting as she stepped toward him. Her dark eyes 
glistened. 

He kissed her and despite his resolution that he was 
simply playing a game there was magic in the moment. 
Jane went limp in his arms and her fingers began to 
fumble with his clothing, 

At last she moved away. 'That was wonderful, darling. 
I think we should make more of our love than just a quick 
affair.” 

She moved to a record-player in a comer of the room, 
her hips swaying. Music in slow tempo filled the room 
and Jane’s nude beauty came alive with the beat, She 
danced, her hips rolling primitively. She seemed wicked 
and voluptuous, a love animal. 

A sudden bump-and-grind rhythm came into the song 
and Jane moved with its frenzy, eyes glittering, dark 
hair tumbling over her forehead. Then the sound faded 
away. The room was quiet. 

She came to him and he kissed her, lifted her, carried 
her to the bed, and gently released her. “You’ve been 
waiting for this ever since that first night I came out 
here?" 

“Yes." 

Mac stared at the nude body, at the wondrous face, 
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at the finely shaped shoulders, at the swell of the breasts 
thrusting upward even in her reclining position, at the 
flat smoothness of her stomach, at her womanhood, at 
the slim, tapering legs, but he did not see beauty. He 
saw Ellie Martin and Lola and Katie-and a tortured 
Shirl Moore. And he saw the mocking look of Pete 
Moore in Jane’s eyes, a Pete Moore that told him that 
Mac Marcy and he were two of a kind. Desire left him 
and his hand fell away from the buttons of his shirt. 

“Why me?” he asked Jane, because she was looking 
expectantly at him. 

“Darling,” she murmured. “I live in a hell. You re like 
the rainfall, like the snowflakes to quench the raging 
flames.” 

She could have been talking to any man. Mac stepped 
close to the bed, pulled the cover over her nakedness. 
“You’ll catch cold,” he said and moved toward the door. 

“Mad” She sprang from the bed. “What's wrong?” She 
threw her arms about him, no longer flaunting her 
charms, suddenly helpless with desire. 

“You and I,” Mac said. “We’re both wrong.” 

“Daddy will never speak to you again. I’U see to that.” 

Mac looked squarely at her, his eyes never wavering. 
She turned away, pulled a blanket over her back and 
started to cry. Mac put on his coat, went out, quietly 
closing the door behind him. The party was still going 
on in the main house as Mac walked across the lawn. 
Bright floodlights lit the side entrance. Hub Michaels 
called to him from the door. 

“Mac. I’d like to talk to you.” 

Mac stopped, not caring if he ever saw Hub Michaels 
again. “You’ve got a party to attend to." 

Hub paid no attention to the sarcasm. “Never mind 
the party. I’m glad I caught you before you left. I Just 
talked to Jane on the guest-house phone.” 

“Your daughter is quick to run to daddy.” 
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“Will you come into my study, please?" 

Mac stared at the dark eyes, the gravity deep within 
them. Against his will, he found himself following Hub 
Michaels into the house, Michaels closed the door of 
the study, offered Mac a chair, and sat down himself, 

"My daughter is in love with you,” Michaels said. 

Mac was sick at the stomach. "Because I wouldn't go 
to bed with her.” 

“I’ll take no offense at that statement,” Michaels said. 
“I know very well that Jane has her moments of wildness 
and immorality. It’s my fault. Her mother and I were 
divorced when she was very young. In those years I 
didn’t have the time to spend with her that I should 
have.” Michaels looked tired and almost desperate. “She 
wants to marry you, Mac. And I want you to marry her.” 

"Without an investigation?” Mac taunted. “No call girls 
hired to test my sterling qualities? No wild parties? No 
action photographs?" 

Hub Michaels looked at him in silent surprise, 

“Jane found the picture you used to intimidate Seldon, 
She showed it to me* 

Michaels rubbed his hand wearily across his eyes, 
*1 wasn't proud of that particular maneuver" he ad¬ 
mitted, “But it had to be done to keep Seldon away from 
her. You see, I love my daughter. A man like Seldon 
would have mined her forever. She has to have someone 
strong—like you. Someone to straighten her out ” 

“Jane will never really love any man,” said Mac. “Be¬ 
cause she loves you. The men in her life are merely 
physical needs. Afterwards, she's ashamed, and she has 
to ruin them " 

“I won’t have you talking like this,” Michaels muttered 
grimly, 

“Jane is a sick girl. And you're just kidding yourself 
that she isn't. She needs help, real professional help.” 

“I'm prepared to sign that insurance contract;* said 
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Michaels abruptly. "We can arrange a Nevada divorce 
for you. I'll take care of the details. Of course, 111 expect 
you to start living on the premises right away.” 

Mac was shaking his head, unable to believe the stub- 
bornness of the man. "You reaUy think you have enough 
money to buy everything, don’t you?” 

“Jane's in love with you,” said Michaels. "You'll grow 
to love her. I’m confident of that. She’s a wonderful per- 
son. Physically, she’s much above average. And I like you, 
boy. As you know, there will never be any money prob¬ 
lem.” 

“One big happy family” said Mac in quiet anger. 
‘What about my wife? Doesn’t she qualify as a human 


being?” , , 

“Who’s kidding who? Jane told me it wasnt a good 
marriage. I took the trouble to get in touch with Pete 
Moore to get a run-down on your personal life. As it 
turned out, Mr. Moore is escorting your wife around con¬ 
siderably, more than you are. Be honest, Mac. The mar¬ 


riage is already finished.” 

“You are a gold-plated, monogrammed son of a bitch, 
Mac said. 

Hub Michaels’ face flushed with anger. “Let’s get on 
with the signing of the insurance contract.” 

“I don’t want your signature, Mr. Michaels,” said Mac, 
getting up and starting toward the door. 

“Where are you going?” 

Mac could look into those dark eyes now, without fear, 
without awe, without thought of money. 

“To my wife.” 

The house was dark as he pulled into his driveway. 
He was glad that Edie was home early. He opened the 
front door and switched on the light. 


“Edie?” 

He thought she was sleeping and went quietly into 
the bedroom. There he stared at the undisturbed bed. 
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The house was as silent and empty as when he had left. 
He was alone. 



THE alarm jangled in the silence of the room. Mac sat 
up groggily, shut off the sound and reached for Edie at 
his side, She was not there. He rubbed aching eyes and 
remembered his showdown with Hub Michaels the night 
before. 

Mac stared at Edie’s unmussed pillow and slowly got 
up. He had done a fine job, all right—he had told off 
Hub Michaels but a little too late. He showered, made 
himself a breakfast of coffee and toast and grimly prom¬ 
ised himself that he would use his hands on Pete Moore 
when he caught up with him. At the same time he told 
himself that Pete just was not clever enough to fool 
Edie—she would not quit their marriage to follow Pete 
Moore. He waited around the house until ten, hoping 
she would come walking in. She did not. 

He got into the car, started toward the office, but 
abruptly turned off in the direction of Pete’s house. The 
Cadillac was parked in the driveway. Mac hurried up 
to die house. He rang the doorbell. No answer. He rang 
again, leaning on the bell. 

After a long time there were shuffling footsteps from 
inside and the door swung open. Shirley Moore stared 
out at him, shapeless and sagging in her loose, rumpled 
pajamas. Her hair was frowzy and tangled and there 
were deep, tired lines in her face. 

"Mac.” She left the door open and walked back into 
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the house. “I thought you would be coming by. I just got 
up. I must look a mess." 

Mac followed her inside. “Where’s Peter 

“He went to Lake Tahoe,” Shirl said.J'With Edie." 

Mac stared at her. “I don’t believe it.” 

“He’s taken her from you, Mac. Anything he can’t have 
for the asking seems to interest him. He kept seeing her 
and talking to her-and finally she couldn't hold him off." 
“When did they go?" 

“Last night. About nine o’clock.” Shirley laughed 
stridently. “Pete had to throw that up to me. He even 
tried to tell me Edie called him.” 

“She did call him,” Mac said in a low voice. “I heard 

her" 

“Oh, damn.” Trembling, Shirl went to the liquor de¬ 
canter in the hallway and came back with a full glass. 
“He’s through with me now that he’s got her. Do you 
want a drink? I’ve got to have one.” 

“It isn’t going to be that easy for Pete,” said Mac grimly. 

“I love Edie. I’ll fight for her.” 

“The way Pete tells it, you’ve had a strange way of 
showing affection these last few weeks. She downed 
the liquor, and almost immediately the gloom lifted from 
her. She squinted at him. “You and I have shared some 
secrets. Tell me about the Michaels girl. 

Mac slapped the glass from her hand and watched it 
shatter against the wall. There was a brief flicker of sur¬ 
prise and anger in Shirl’s reddened eyes. Then the fa¬ 
miliar boozy look returned. “I can always get another 
glass.” 

As Mac went to the door, she was at the decanter 
again. “You’ll be needing company,” she said knowingly. 
“I’ll be here.” She was lifting the fresh drink to her lips 
as he slammed the door. 
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Lou Murry, alone in the main office, grunted a hello 
to Mac. He glanced up as Mac began cleaning out his 
desk, but quickly settled down to the insurance quota¬ 
tion he was worldng on. 

Has Pete been around?” Mac asked, breaking the 
heavy silence, hoping that Shirl had lied to him, but 
somehow knowing that she had not, 

“Yeah.” Lou’s pen scratched along the paper as he 
wrote. “Yesterday. In fact, I was just coming back into 
the office when he left. A weekend trip, he said.” 

Mae had trouble controlling his voice. “With Edie?” 

Lou kept writing, finished his calculation and by the 
time he looked up the room was heavy with tension. 
“Yeah. With your wife.” Contemptuously Lou kept star¬ 
ing at Mac. “Don’t give me that miserable, persecuted 
look. You’ve been asking for it.” 

Mac sat erect in his chair. Someone ought to shut your 
big mouth.” 

(< “Last time you hit me, I was drinking," Lou said softly. 
“Today, I haven’t had a drop." 

The challenge hung in the air. Mac relaxed, sat back 
in his chair and began stuffing his rate books into his 
briefcase. 

“Are you running, now?” Lou would not stop it. “Did 
the Michaels’s kick you out? I hear the girl tires of her 
boy friends pretty rapidly-especially the married ones ” 

Mac managed a faint grin. ‘Take a punch at me if 
you want. It won’t hurt now." 

*You re a real fellow,” Lou said disgustedly, 

“I should have listened to you, Lou, right from the 
start. But I had to be shown-and I’ve got a bellyful of 
looking. I took a powder on Hub Michaels. And lane 
too." ’ 

Td like to believe that,” said Lou. Suddenly he looked 
toward the door past Mac. His face reddened and he 
stood up, closed his briefcase hurriedly. “Go to the head 
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of the class for lying,” he said hoarsely. "You’re that 
good/" Lou slammed the door as he left the room. 

Staring after him in surprise, Mac was aware that 
someone else was in the main office. He turned and saw 
Hub Michaels. 

“Good morning.” Michaels seemed more the conbdent, 
self-made man than he had the night before. 

Mac looked warily at him. „ w , , , , 

"We’ve got some business to finish up. Michaels made 
himself comfortable in the chair that Lou Murry had 
d^s^rtcdi 

“It was finished last night,” Mac told him bluntly. 

“I don’t think so.” Michaels shuffled about in a brief¬ 
case he had brought along. He took out a check book. 
"You see, I still consider you a friend—even more now 
than I did before.” 

“Mr. Michaels, you aren’t God. You cant buy a man 
for your daughter to make her happy.” 

Hub Michaels smiled gravely. “I would have been dis¬ 
appointed in you if you hadn’t said that. No, Im not 
here to bargain with you, or to try to force you to change 
your mind.” There was a sureness in his eyes, the ex¬ 
pression of a man who has made a decision and is content 
with it. "When I opened up my first store I had to fight 
for business. The people I dealt with fought back, argued 
with me, and sometimes cursed me. I always felt that 
I learned something from those rough-and-tumble days. 
It was a constructive criticism, of a sort. And then my 
business began to grow and I was lucky enough to ac¬ 
cumulate a few dollars. Pretty soon I had a lot of dollars, 
and all the power that comes with money. I encountered 
very little resistance of any kind.’ Michaels stared at 
Mac. “What I'm saying is that I’ve taken no Up from 
any man for a long time. No one had the nerve to stand 
up* to me, even though I was wrong, until you did last 
night,” Michaels shook his head in disappointment at 
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himself, “It’s hard to listen after doing all of the talking 
for so many years,” He took a pen from his coat. Til 
take your word that the contract is in order. We've cer¬ 
tainly gone over it enough times.” 

Mac got the application and insurance binder out of 
his briefcase and handed it to Michaels. “We’ll need your 
signature twice,” he heard himself saying. "On the ap¬ 
plication itself and below, on the binding statement." 

Michaels scrawled his name twice and opened the 
check book. The amount?” 

Three hundred thousand, five hundred and forty-two 
dollars and seventeen cents.” A third of the amount would 
be Mac's commission. 

Michaels made out the check and handed it to Mac 
Thanks.” 

“You bought yourself a good contract, Mr. Michaels.” 
Jane and I will be leaving for New York in the morn¬ 
ing, said Michaels. “She’ll be undergoing psychiatric 
treatment back there. I'm not looking for miracles, but 
this time I’ll be there to help when she needs me.” He 

stuck out his hand. Good luck, Mac. Stay honest. It fits 
you.” 

Hub Michaels went out the door. 

Mac watched him walk down the hall, disappear into 
the elevator, and then he looked at the check he held 
“Loul” he shouted. “Lou!” 

Lou Murry came from the back offices, astonishment 
on his face as he watched Mac dance around the room. 

I sold Michaels,” said Mac, Take a look at this check.” 
Lou stared unsmilingly at it, but impressed. 

“Don’t be a damned grouch," Mac said. “Michaels 
bought the policy because he needed it and wanted it. 
No strings attached." 

"No strings?” muttered Lou Murry, the doubt on his 
face gradually fading as he kept looking at Mac. 
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The smile on Mac’s face was something to see. 
“Your way,” said Mac. A straight sale. 



MAC and Lou Murry were still in the office at noon 
when Pete Moore walked into the room. Dressed m a 
dark suit and immaculate white shirt, his hair carefully 
groomed, Pete glowered sourly about until he saw them. 
Then he tried a vague smile that did not come off. Mac 
merely glared at him. Pete’s eyes were red-rimmed and 
tired and he was definitely annoyed about something. 

“Nice to see a couple of guys working hard on Satur¬ 
dayhe growled, making sure not to get too close to 
Mac. 

"Where’s Edie?” Mac asked ominously. 

Pete’s lips curled. “You don’t really want to know. It 
wouldn’t do you any good.” 

Mae would have leaped at him, but Lou stopped him. 
“He isn’t worth it," Lou warned Mac. 

Pete stared contemptuously at Mac. “You clown. Lay 
a hand on me and I'll slap a liability suit on you that’ll 

make your head swim.” ^ , 

“I’ll ask you just once more,” said Mac. “Where’s Edie. 

Pete looked at Lou Murry. “I don’t think you want to 
hear this. It’s nothing to you.” 

“Maybe it is.” Lou did not move. 

“You put Edie up for grabs, Mac,” Pete said. And 
I’m taking her. She went home to think things out and 
to start packing. You wind up with nothing, buddy. I 
ran into a friend of mine coming up here. He was at 
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Michaels’ party last night He saw you walk out on the 
old man.” 

At that moment Pete’s eyes caught Michaels’ check on 
the desk and his lips tightened. He glanced uncertainly 
at the two men before him, then took a step to the desk 
and picked up the check, 

“Damn,” he breathed. “You did sell the contract.” Con¬ 
fidence was back in Pete’s eyes, more ruthless now than 
Mac had ever seen. "I didn’t think you were smart enough 
to put it over. I owe you a couple of thanks, buddy. Get¬ 
ting me out of this town and handing Edie to me. She 
won’t have to think twice now about leaving you. She 
knows how it is with Jane Michaels and the pets 
she buys.” 

Jane wasn’t part of the deal,” Mac said grimly, 

Pete laughed. “Tell it to your pal, Lou, here. He's soft¬ 
headed enough to believe you. I don’t. And Edie won’t.” 
His eyes were bold and cocksure. 

Mac’s gaze did not waver. "Why don’t you ask Hubert 
Michaels?” 

A flicker of alarm crossed Pete’s face. “You’re crazy. 
Im not going to talk to the old man about something 
like that. Damn you, Marcy. If you foul up this sale, I’ll 
ruin you with the company.” 

Mac saw something new about Pete Moore just then, 
a crack in the veneer of confidence that was so much a 
part of him, a glimpse of deep inner uncertainty that 
bordered on fear. 

Talk to Hubert Michaels,” Mac said again. 

Pete looked at Lou Murry. “Lou? What about it?” 

The expression of Lou’s face was one of satisfaction. 
“There’s nothing you can say to Michaels that’ll louse 
up this sale. And you might learn something." 

Pete took a deep, ragged breath and glanced at Mac 
again, his voice angry-almost envious-as he spoke. 
"You re a square, Marcy. You’ll fall on your face every 
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time you take a step in this job. You’ll starve. You, and 
all the squares you put on your crew, 

“Six months, I give you at my^desk,” Pete said, bis 

voice shrill. “Maybe not that long. . 

“How long are you going to last?^ Mac asked. T 
word is getting around, even away from Plains City. Men 
like Hubert Michaels know you. They get to New York. 

“I’m not worried. No matter where I go, there s always 
someone like you around,” Pete said. “A greedy sucker, 
ready to help push me ahead in the company. Only thing, 
you're luckier than most. Hanging around that Michaels 
girl, I figured you might end up like Harry Seldon. 
Hollow amusement twisted Pete’s face as he watched 
the anger rekindle in Pete s eyes. 111 be going by > our 
place to get Ediehe said. “Don’t be hanging around 
there, trying to make things sticky, huh?" 

He went out of the office, and Lou said, “I should have 
let vou hit him. Hell, I should have hit him myself. 

Mac folded Michaels' check and put it m his shirt 
pocket. “He isn’t that important. Edie will know it. 


She was in the house when he got home, dressed up to 
a trim suit and high heels, her pretty face solemn and 
determined. Her eyes softened for a moment as she heard 
the door slam and saw Mac. 

n gjrjg said* 

“Hi!" He saw the suitcases packed and the sudden 
silence in the room closed in on him tightly. “You-and 

Pete?” , , _ , 

She looked at him quickly, almost hopefully and then 

turned away. “No. I’m just going away alone." 

“You don’t have to." 

She came to him quickly, then, arms outstretched, ana 
he held her tightly to him. “Oh, Mac. It wasn’t like you 
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think. I wanted to shock you. I wanted to be your wife 
again, to be loved. It was crazy. I’m sorry.” Her eyes 
were tear-stained. “We were in the casinos all of the 
time. He wanted to stay over the weekend. But early 
this morning I made him drive me back here. He didn't 
want to, but I was angry. Mac, please forgive me. I 
love you," 

“And I love you." 

"Let's get away from this town. Today.” 

“No need,” said Mac sofdy. “Pete is leaving.” He 
showed her Hubert Michaels’ premium check. “I sold 
the account—and Jane wasn’t part of the bargain.” 

Her head was tucked against his cheek, her soft, yellow 
hair gentle against his skin. “We’ll be happy again.” 

“Happier,” Mac murmured. Through the window he 
could see Pete’s Cadillac stopping in front of the house. 
The horn sounded. 

lines furrowed Edie’s brow as she looked up at him, 
“Make him get far away from us." 

Mac stepped to the window and drew the drapes. 

“He’ll go on his own,” he said. “He knows he’s a 
loser." 

Mac put his arms around Edie and kissed her. The 
noise of the horn stopped. Vaguely, they heard the 
sound of Pete's car as he drove away. 


The End 
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She couldn’t ignore what had become of their marriage. 
Mac was practically a stranger in her bed. True, the money 
was rolling in...and every time he sealed a policy with 
sex, he told her it was "all for you-my wonderful Edie ” 


FOR EDIE (AND BIGGER COMMISSIONS) he moved 
from their home town to work for Pete... and to be 
near Pete's wife, a lovely lush who knew what it was 
like to be lonely-and how to find a cure... 

FOR EDIE (AND A $100,000 SALE) he summoned two 
high-priced call girls to show his client the town and 
help nail down the deal... 



FOR EDIE (AND A $250,000 SALE) he seduced another 
client’s sex-starved wife—whose grip on her husband’s 
purse-strings only relaxed to grasp at occasional 


embraces... 

FOR EDIE (AND THE BIGGEST SALE OF ALL) he bar¬ 
gained with ripe, young Jane's father-a multi-millionaire 
who became the toughest customer of all. When inno¬ 
cent Jane developed a yen for the salesman, her father 
made Mac himself the price of clinching the deal... 




young wife - by playing this one for himself... and not for E 








